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To the Right Hônourable 


M 


Earl of Pembroke and 
Montgomery, &c. 


MY LORD, 


NAT HEN an univerſal Conſter- 
Wa 


Wee nation ſpreads thro' the King- 
dom, and the Peace which 
< every Man enjoys, becomes 
dreadful to him; when Mens Minds in 
this dead Calm of State, are as buſy, as, 
ts fear d, the Hands of ſome wou'd be 
In the Tempeſt of a Battel, to ſee a Poet 
plotting in his Chamber quite another 
way, painting faſt as vigorous Fancy 
an inſpire him, drawing the paſt World, 
the preſent, and to come, in a. narrow 
pace; 18 an Image not unworthy a grave 
— | Man's 


65 ' The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
Man's Contemplation. It is the Buſineſ 
of poor Poets to be the Diverſion of Man- 
kind; Pleaſure is their Being. I think 
I may call em Miſtreſſes of the World; 
which, if granted, I am fare tis eafy 
to prove their Gallants very brutiſh, for 
they generally loath them as ſoon 2 
they are enjoy d: the beſt of em come un. 
der the ſeyereſt laſh of the greateſt Men; 
nay, the leaft will be ſhooting their Bolts 
and when the Maſtifls worry em, the 
little Curs will be barking ; the whole 
World cenſures, and ev'ry daring Poet 
that comes forth, muſt expect to be like 
the Almanack Hero, all over Wounds iſ 
For my own part, I have been ſo harſh: 
ly handled by ſome of them, that my 
Courage quite fail'd me; nor wou'd | 
now appear in Print, but under the Pro 

tection and Patronage of your Lordſhip. 
Your illuſtrious Forefathers, and indeed 
all your eminent Relations, have al- 
ways been of the firſt-rate Nobility, 
Patrons of Wit and Arms, magnificent 
ly brave, true old-ſtampt Britons, and 
ever foremoſt in the Race of Glory 
Not to unravel half your Honourabk 


Records, I challenge all the * d 
am 
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pame to ſhow an Equal to the immortal 
WE $4ney, ev'n when fo many contempo- 

rary Worthies flouriſh'd; I mean Sir 
Philip, the Name ſtill of your Lords 
ip, true Riyal of your Honour, one. 
chat cou'd match your Spirit, ſo moſt 
extravagantly great, that he refus d to 
bea King. He was at once a Cæſar and 
Ja Virgil, the leading Soldier, and the 
poremoſt Poet; all after this muſt fail: 
e Thave paid juſt Veneration to his Name, 
and methinks the Spirit of Shakeſpear 

t puſh'd the Commendation, 
e That there are in your Lordſhip all 
b. theſe excellent Grains which made this 
perfect Man, I think my ſelf bound by 
1 WF Reaſon to tell the World, which to my 
| particular Obſeryation and certain Know- 
0 ledge, has done you wrong. I muſt ac- 
ip. knowledge, that your boiling Youth 
el bas made great Sallies ; and ſo did Alex- 
ander, and our great | Fifth Henry: 
Your Spirit complains as Alexander's 
ad for Action, who grudg d his Father's 
Conqueſts, as if his Soul was ſpent, and 
anted Elbow-room, reſoly'd to go a- 
broad o'er Walls, if not thro' Doors: 
und Men of Senſe laugh at your preciſe 
E 4 N, 
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Fellow, your Cynzck in a Tub, who 
thwarts the Courſe of Nature, and is ne- 
ver pleas'd but when he ſees grey Hairs 
upon a young Head. If to be truly Va- 
liant, ev'n in cold Blood; Magnificent 
as the old Nobility, infinitely Charitable, 
Modeſt as Humility it ſelf, the faſteſt 
Friend upon Earth, where your Lordſhip 
is pleas'd to fix the Honour; if theſe 
Ingredients can compound one admirable 
Man, then may your Lordſhip ſtand 
forth a Monument of laſting Honour, 
Perhaps for this I ſhall incur the Notion 
of a Flatterer: Flattery indeed is a Ca- 
tholick 11, it paſſes through the World 
and ſuits with all Complexions: "Tis an 
infinuating Poiſon, a Jeſuit's Powder, 
which ſeems to intend the Cure of the 
Diſeaſe it promotes. I am confident, all 
thoſe who have the Honour of your 
Lordſhip's Acquaintance, will tell me 
J have ſaid too little, Let it ſuffice, 
that J imitate the beſt of Poets in a ſhort 
but hearty Acknowledgment of my Ob- 
bligations to your Lordſhip. 

Therefore I hope, as your Lord 
ſhip's Great Uncle ſhone upon the migh- 


ty Ben with a full Fayour, (tho' my beſt 
Merit 
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Merits are not the ten thouſandth part of 
his ſmalleſt Labours) your Lordſhip's 
infinite Goodneſs will accept of my ho- 
neſt Intentions, which to your Lordſhip's 
Service ſhall be ever humbly offer'd by, 


My Lord, 
Tour Lordſhip's moſt Humble 


and Obedient Servant, 


Nat. Lee. 
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PROLOGUE 
Written by Mr. Dryden. 


T H' unhappy Man, who ence has traiPd a Pen, 
Lives not to pleaſe himſelf, but other Men; 
I alæuays drudging, waſtes his Life and Blood, 
Yet only eats and drinks what you think good : 
What Praiſe fa&er the Poetry deſerve, 
Yet every Fool can bid the Poet flarwe : 
That fumbling Eeteber to Revenge is bent, 
Becauſe he thinks Himſelf or Whore is meant: 
Name but a Cuckold, all the City ſwarms, 
From Leaden-Hall t Ludgate is in Arms; 
ere there no fear of Antichriſt or France, 
In the bleft Time poor Poets licve by chance. 
Either you come not here, or as you grace 
Some old Acquaintance, drop into the Place, 
Careleſs and qualmiſh with a yawning Face: 
You ſleep oer Wit, and by my Troth you may, 
Moſt of vour Talents lie another way. 
You love te hear of fome Prodigious Tale, 
The Bell that told alone, or Iriſh Whale. 
News is zour Food, and you enough provide, 1 
Both for your ſelees and all the Warld befide. 
* On 


* „ ® . 


PROLOGUE. 21 


One Theatre there is of waſt refort, 
Which whileome of Requeſts was call d the Court; 
But now the great Exchange of News tis hight, 
And full of hum and buzz from Noon till Night : 
Up Stairs and down you run as for @ Race, 
And each Man wears three Nations in his Face; 
So big you look, tho Claret you retrench, 
That arm'd wwith bottled Ale, you huff the French: 
But all your Entertainment flill is fed 
By Villains, in your own dull Iſland bred : 
Would you return to us, we dare engage 
To ſhew you better Rogues upon the Stage: 
You know no Poiſon but plain Rats-bane here, 
Death's more refin'd, and better bred elſewhere. 
They have @ civil way in Italy, 
By ſmelling a Perfume to make you die, 0 
A Trick aun d make you lay your Snuff-box by.. 
Murders a Trad. known and prattis'd there, 
That 'tis infallible as is the Chai 
But mark their Feaſt, you ſhall behold ſuch Pranks, 
De Pope ſays Grace, but tis the Devil gives Thanks. 
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E L L, then be You his Judges; wwhat Pretence 
Made them roar out, this Play would give Offence? 
Had he the Pope's Effigies meant ts burn, 
And kept for ſportGis Aſhes in an Urn; 
To try if Reliques would perform, at home, 
But half thoſe Miracles they db at Rome; 
More could not have been ſaid, nor more been dont, 
To damn this Play about the Court and Town : 
Not if he ad ſheaun their Philters, Charms and Rage, 
Nay, conjur d up Pope Joan to pleaſe the Age, 
And had her Breeches fearch'd upen the Stage. 
Firft then, he brings a Scandal on the Gown, 
Aud makes a Prieſt both Letcher and Buffoon ? 


Why, was no Fool yet ever made a Flamen, 


Hut Dutneſs quite entail d upon the Lay- men? 


Or <vas it ever heard in Rome bre, 
That any Prieft was queflion'd for his Whore? 
Yet more, the horrid Chair, the Midright . 

Le ſays tauas done tæro hundred Years ago: 

He only points their ⁊vays of murdering then; 

1f you muſt damn, ſpare the e Pen, 

And damn thoſe Rogues that att em o'er agen. 
But Dominicks, Franciſcans, Hermits, F ryars, 

' ball breed no mere @ Race of xcalous Lyars ; 


J illai 15 


EPILOGUE. 13 
Villains, aubo for Religions Propagation, 

Come here diſguis d in evry mean Vacation, c 
Aud fit in Stall; to ſþy upon the Nation. 

o Emiſſaries ſhall their Trade forbear, 

Spread no- more SAVOY Reliques, Bones and Hair, c 
Shall ſell no more lite ;aubles in a Fair: 

Monks under ground ſhall ceaſe to earth like Moles, 

And Father Lewis leave his. lurking Holes; 

Get no more thirty Pounds for a blind Story, . 

Of freeing a Welch Soul from Purgatory. 

Feſuits in Rome ſhall quite forſevear their Functian, 
Aud not for Gold give Whores the Extreme Unction: 
High Engliſh Whores, that have all Vices paſt, . 
Shall ceaſe to turn true Catholicks at laſt, 

When Poets aurite, tho by exattef Rules, 

And ere net judg d by Knaves, and damm d by Fools. 


Dra- 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


21 Mr. William, 
Machiavel, Secretary of Florence. Ir. Smith, 
Paul Orfino Head of the Factions a- Y 
2 bl Borgia. Tar . Gillau. 
Acanio Sforza, A Buffoon Cardinal. M. Lee. 
Vitellizzo, Chief of the Vitelli. Mr. Percival. 


Enna, 


Cz/ar B Dr Sons of Al:xander 8 Betterton. 


Don Michael, 
Cardinals, Cc. 


Bellamira, Daughter of Oxfine. Mrs. Lee. 


Adorna, Her Kinſwoman and Conh- a 
* Bun. Pn. 


Attendants, Sc. 


S8 cn ROME, 


NSAR BORCIA. 


ge es 
CT 


c EN is a Chamber of State; at diſtance ave diſcovered 
little American Boys with Boxes of Fewels in their 


Handi; on each fide of the Stage, from the flat Scene 
ta the Chamber, long Loden Screens are ſpread at their 


full length. 


Enter Alonzo, and Don Michael. 


D. Mich. NE theſe the Preſents, ſay ' ſt thou, 
2 N of the late 
N New Cardinal, Ascanio Sforxa? 
Alx. They are} he offers thus 
to Machiavel, 
And thinks that Gold may bribe him to betray 
The Duke Yalentineis. But, Michael, tell me 
What does the World report of this Creation? 

Does it not rail,, and grin, and bite the Pope ? a 
D. Mich. Has it not Reaſon? For, betwixt ourſel ves, 
Would any Man in his high Dignity | 
e vilely ſell the Glories of the Church? 


Twelve 


— 
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welve Cardinals at once created ! 
Aſcania firſt, becauſe he bids him moſt ; 
A fine effeminate Villain, bred in Brothels, 
Senſeleſs, illiterate, the 2 of Nome, 
A Blot to the whole See! One fitter far 
For Hoſpitals, that paints and patches up 
A wretched Carcaſe worry'd in the Stews. 
But, ſee! the gaudy Pageant moves this way; 
How ſpruce he looks! and with a Pocket-Glaſs 
Surveys the gloating Image. 
Alonz. All Luxury: 
J heard, the Night ſucceeding his Creation, 
That he got drunk, and kiſs'd the Prelates round 


For Joy——But, ſee he comes; retire and leave me. 
[Exit D. Mich, 


Enter Aſcanio Sforza. 


Aſean. Well, Borgia, well! if I am not reveng! 
Was there none elſe in Rome, but Bellamira ! 
Ah Bella, Bella, Bella, Bellamira ! 
I ſaw her firſt at Maſs, as I remember; 
Cherubin and Seraphin were nothing to her : 
Oh ſuch a Skin full of alluring Fleſh ! 
Ah, ſuch aruddy, moiſt, and pouting Lip; 
Such Dimples, and ſuch Eyes! ſuch melting Eyes, 
Blacker than Sloes, and yet the ſparkl'd Fire; 
Then ſuch a way ſhe had to. roll em round, 
As thus, and thus—a thouſand amorous ways; 
And wink and gloat, and turn em to the Corners 
Alonz. My Noble Lord ! | 
Aſcan. My dear, my dear Alenzo ! 
Nay, let me greet thee : twas thy Father's Cuſtom. 
But tell me, lovely, dear Alonzo, tell me: 
Thou haſt the ſofteſt fine Complexion for 
A Lover; beſt take heed of walking late : 
Tell me, I ſay, or I will pinch thy Cheelc, 
Moves he this way, or does he teem alone 
With ſome State Birth? if ſo, I'll wait agen. 


Alenz. Whom does your Eminence intend ? 4t 
can, 
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Alban. Thy Lord: ; 
Whom ſhould I mean, intend, or think of elſe, 
Thy Lord and mine? Well, he's an Oracle ! intend 
Who, Man, I dream of nothing elle ! 
Alonz. But Wenches. | | 
Alcan. O Machiavel ! there, there's a Word, a Sound, 
An Air, a Blaſt, a Thunder-clap of Wit, 
To rouſe our foggy thickſcall'd Cardinals: 
I'll ay no more; would he were 145 | 
Head of the Chriſtian World, and I his Engine, 
His particular Member, to bring, to caſt, 
To throw, diſperſe, convey the warmeſt 
* his Benediction. 5 
Almz. My Lord, I humbly offer d your Addreſs, 
While with an Eye, ſwift as the Sun and Jony 
He ran your Letter o'er: and ſure it ſtirr'd him, 
For ſtrait he turn'd, and darting me, he aſk'd 
If the great Cardinal, meaning you, my Lord, 
Which ſhews the deep reſpect he bears your Perſon, 
Knew not that Borgia was his beſt of Friends : 
Borgia, he cry'd again, to whom the Lords 
Of Florence ſent me their Ambaſſador 
With promis'd Aid againſt the Rebel Oris. 
Aan. Has he receiv'd-—ſtay, I ſay, has he? here, 
Open thy Fiſt, now gripe me faſt, and tell me. 
Alonz, I durſt not name your Preſents; 
But, bowing, ſoon retir'd, and place 'em here, 
That as he tollows, he may view at once 
All your Magnificence if aught of Earth 
His Temper holds, this Lightning will diſſolve it: 
But ſee! He comes; be pleas'd, Sir, to retire, 
And you ſhall hear the with which I ſerve you. 


Enter Machiavel. 


Mach. Thus have I drawn the Platform. of their 
As oft I have beheld, by Maſters Hands, (Fates 
A Tale in painting admirably told; 

Here a ſoft Dido ſtabbꝰd into the Breaſt, 
A Hero there thrown headlong from a Window, 


® 


To. 


| 
| 
| 
| 


1 
5 
| 
| 
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To meet her Lover wrack'd upon the Shore: 
So have I form'd in more than Braſs or Marble, 
The Deaths of thoſe whom I intend to huſh. 
Oh, Cz/ar Borgia] ſuch a Name and Nature! 
That is my ſecond Self; a Machiavel! 
A Prince ! who, by the Vigour of his Brain, 
Shall riſe to the old height of Roman Tyrants. 

Alonz. He deeply thinks; nor dare J interrupt him, 
Till he comes forward. 

Aſcan. _ and give him way O ſuch a Head- 

iece 

Mach. In all my ſtrict Enquiries, all the Humour 

Which I have drain'd with more than Chymiſts Pains, 


T have not found a Temper ſo compleat 


To finiſh forth a Greatneſs as my Cæſars. 

Firſt ; he's a Baſtard, got in a Fit of Nature! 
She ſhook him from her Nerves in a Convulſion; 
His Father ſtamp'd the Bullion in a heat, 

And taking from the Mint the fiery Ore, 

His Image bleſt, and cry'd, it is my own. 


Vet more, a Prieſt begot him, and 'tis thought 


That Earth is more oblig'd to Prieſts for Bodies, 
Than Heav'n for Souls ! nay, and a young Prieſt too, 
Perhaps in the Embraces of a Nun, . 
Who ventur'd Life to claſp the luſty Joy. . 
Aſean. Oh, if a Man could but hear him now! Brain, 
Alas, Alonzo, we are Stuff to him (all Brain; 
Mere Entrails, but the Guts of Government, 
Nothing to him hark — he goes on 
Mach. Why, what a ſtart of Nature is this Man, 
Whom by Ambition, not by Love I'll raiſe? 
Therefore Aſcanio's new gh Fes World, 
I gravely take for Ruin to the Bride, 
To tell her old doting Father, Brothers, Uncles ; 
And the whole Race of Or/in and Vitelli 3 
Is fix d by Fate and me: No more ! the fleeting Air 
May catch the Sounds, and Walls themſelves have Ears 
Alenz. My Lord! the Cardinal Aſcanio [Coming fir 
Is planted to your Order. (ward and bowing: 


Mach. 
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Mach. Let him hear us | 4 
Urge me no more for tis impoſſible. 

Alonx. My Lord, he thinks not ſo! 

He ſays your Voice is as the Mouth of Heav'n, 
Stiles you a God, and in the extravagance 

Of his unbounded Admiration, ſwears 

Nothing to you can be impoſſible. 

Mach. Extravagance indeed | 
Yet ſuch Extravagance exprelly Love, 

And merits all my Thanks: And had he mention'd 
Aught but the Ruin of my beſt of Friends, 

I would with all the Wings of Expedition 

Hare ſhot thro' a thouſand Bars to do him ſervice. 

Alx. My Lord! he does not hint at Borgia's Ruin. 

Mach. Does he not wiſh that I ſhould break the Nup- 
'Tis ſure the Marriage I at firſt diſlik'd; , (tals? 
I pierc'd the Charmer with a narrow Eye, 

And found how Wit and Beauty threatn'd in her, 
With all the ſubtleſt Graces, that might lull 
Stubborn Ambition to inglorious Reſt : 

But Love already had perform'd his part, 

And laid the warring Borgia at her Feet: 

How then ſhould I oppoſe his firſt Enjoyment, 
Who was his Legate, and ſollicited 

The Parents of the beauteous Bellamira! 

Alonz. At leaſt, Sir, for the future, lay ſome Block 
That may diſturb the Progreſs of their Loves: 
And fince you have alledg'd 'tis for his Glory 
This Marriage were undone ; ſince it is done, 

Let it be hurtful in the Conſequence. 

Mach. Thus I ſhould prove indeed a Friend 
Who hate OM Race: Nay, 
The trueſt part of Friendſhip to my Borgia, 
dnatehing this Soft'ner from his warlike Boſom, 


And turning him new bent for Arms and Glory 


Ha! What new Scene of Gallantry is this: 
Whence, . and from whom comes this Magnificence, 
And wherefore kneel theſe Offerers at my Feet ? 

Alz. They are the Children of the new: ound 
The Forms of 'Zemes, call'd the Indian Gods, (World. 


— 
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Mach. Away with em, and bid em tell their Lords 
MachiavePs Virtue never ſhall be brib'd ; 

And for their Service give em twenty Crowns: 
Butif thou dar'ſt to rob 'em of a Spangle, - 
You know my Humour —— never ſee me more. 
Alonz. Doubt not, my Lord, but I'll obſerve your 
Come in, my Lord--I told you hewould melt. (Humour, 
Sir, the great Cardinal. So——now they cringe ; 
What, and embrace too! Oh thou damn'd,damn'd World. 
Theſe will be heard, and make your Stateſmen ſmile, 
When Orphans, Widows, and the crippled Soldiers 
Are elbow'd off, and thruſt away in Frowns. 
| | [Exit with the Bon. 
Mach. My Lord, you make me wonder] ſure youve 
In love your ſelf with old Orfino's Daughter! (been 
Aſcan, Lov'd her, my Lord! witneſs theſe falling Teatro 
Why do you thaw my Nature with your Queſtions? 
Witneſs bright Stars ! witneſs ye golden Planets | 
And all ye Woods, and all ye purling Streams ; 
And Birds, andf locks, and Grots, and Rocks, andFlow'rs! 
Nay, Sir, I tell you, ſhe was mine betroth'd, 
If I could caſt my Coat, which had been done. 
For nothing tickles the preſent Pope like Gold, 
es him that weeps Indulgences, | 

Forgives, abſolves, all for omnipotent Gold, 
Diipenſes Pardons ſometimes ina Fury, 
He ſends his Bulls abroad, that roar like Thunder: 
When ftrait a Golden Calm 
Comes o'er their Backs, and then they're ſtill as Lambs; 
Why ſhould I hold you long amongſt the reſt, 
That ſaw her Borgia, that unlucky Baſtard, 
Beheld and lov? Yer I, my Lord, was ruin'd. 

Mach. MyLord ! Iwiſh theMarriage may not proſper: 
He's bent to enjoy her, and in that J ſooth him; 
For ſubtly offering once'to bring him off, | 
I found pale Anger in his Face like Death: 
Whereon I ſeignd Compliance, and have wrought 
The Buſineſs to a Head But let time work, 
And reſt aſſur d, that what ſo mean a Man 
As Machiavel with honour can perform, 


To 
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To pay you perfect Service ſhall be done. 

4ſcan. My Lord! farewel—when I proteſt and ſwear, 
Ey'n by the Altar of fair Bellamira, . 
My Life is yours: believe I am your Servant, 
Not a Step further, by my Robe! your Captive, 
Your Eminence? moſt humble Creature, Servant, Slave. 


[Exit Aſcanio walking. 
Mach. I am ty'd for ever. a 


No, d ull Buffoon! thou walking Lump of Luft, 
Not to 1 0 ungor'd Appetite, 

Shall Borgia kill her, but for his own Renown ? 

He is my Champion Prince, Talian Tyrant, 

Not form'd to languiſh in a Woman's Arms. 
Oh——tisa Fault, were I fo fram'd for Greatneſs, 
E'er I would amble in a Female Court, 

And cringe, and ſkip, and play the Ladies Cripple, 
would be gibbeted Yth' common Way, 

For Crows and Daws to peck my Carrion Limbs. 
But I muſt rouze him, and I'll do't by Death, 

Ev'n by the bloody Death of her he doats on. 


Enter Adorna. 


Here's one Ingredient I muſt mix, to make 
The Potion Death——The Wretch is deep in love 
With Borgia's Brother, the young Duke of Gandia. 
That way I make her ſure ! 

Aabr. My Lord. 
Mach. My dear Adorna, 
How goes the Marriage forward? and how treats 
The gallant Borgia, great Valentinois, 
Romania's Duke, his fair and Virgin Bride? 

Ador. The Rites are to be ſolemniz'd this Morning, 
Tho' Bellamira quite abhors the Marriage; 
Who till when Borgia humbly ſues for Love, 
Anſwers him with Tears, and pays his Vows 
With ominous Weeping. 

Mach. And how takes he that ? 

Ador. He walks and muſes deeply, ſpeaks to no Man, 
But Pau! Or/ino, whoſe moſt watchful Wit 
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I feardeſcries where he has lock'd her Heart ; 
With a bent Brow ſhe eyes the Duke of Gandia, 
Salutes him not of late: He came this Morning 
Into her Chamber: dreadful was his Action, 
Unworthy of my Blood, he thundred out; 
«« But if the generous Borgia is refus'd, 
6 Think not of Gandia, but of Blood and Death. 
Mach. What inauſpicious Chance diſcover'd to him 
A Secret, which I thought conceal'd from all, 
But thee and me, and choſe unhappy Lovers ? 
Ador. J cannot gueſs; he paus'd a while, then ſigh'd, 
And ſtarting up in fury, charg'd her riſe: 
Receive, he cry'd, receive him as a Huſband, 
Whom the ſelected Virtues of thy Sex 
' Cance'erdeſerve; adorn thee like a Bride, 
And meet him, tho' thy treacherous Heart is mortgag'd; 
Meet him at leaſt with well-diſſembled Love, 
Or by my Hopes, I'll reak my Anger on thee, 
With all the Torment that {talian Fury 
Could &er invent for an adulterous Wretch. 
He cry'd, I will, and after make thee nothing. | 
Mach. Haſte thee away; charm with thy utmoſt Skil 
The mourning Bellamira, to obey him; 
The Knot once ty'd, Gandia will ſoon deſpair. 
Leave me to work him then ; Millions to 
But I ſhall make him thine. 
Ador. But did the Duke of Gandia once proteſt ? 
Mach. Proteſt ! he did proteſt, and ſwear, and vow: 
Go, go, and haſte! for the Day grows upon us. 
Exit Adoma, 
His Brother too! this Duke of Gandia bleeds ; 
For he is grown of late the Romans Darling, 
Warm'd in the very Boſom of the Pope, 
And dearer than my Borgia to his Sitter, 
The famous Lucrece, who can charm her Father 
In all the Heat of Excommunications, 
When he throws Bulls, like Thunderbolts, about him 
She like a Venus to her angry Jowe 
Moves with inceſtuous Fires, folds her white Arm 
About his chafing Neck, ſtrokes his black Beard, * 


* * 
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lad (mooths his furrow'd Cheeks to dimpled Smiles; 
N —_— too enjoy'd her. O Heav'n, and Earth ! 
Not the firſt Day, after ſuch infinite Time 
hat Motion had th irregular Matter roll'd, 
hen all the wandring Atoms hit at laſt _ 
Into this beauteous Form, even when our Sires 
Firſt mingled, was there ſuch a Looſe of Nature, 
duch a Triumvirate of lawleſs Lovers, 
duch Rivals as out- do even Luciar's Gods! 
al the Or/ini here! and the Vitelli! 
hey move this way in murmuring Cabal ; 
Methinks Death darkens every Vitage there. 
Tis ſo— They are no more — Or this is true. 
Or Macbia vel nothing of Mankind. ¶ Cx. Mach. 


Enter Orſino, Vitellizzo, Aſcanio, Adrian, Enna, 
Ange, three Cardinali. Olivaretto, Gravina. 


Vitel. I ſay agen, I do not like the Marriage; 
* Net, oth I'd fell her off | 


For Gold, I'd merchandize her tender 
With Infidels, and fend her to the Turk, 
Like an Andromeda, to the Monſter, 
Rather than wed her to perhdious Borgia. 
Orfin. You are too violent. 
Vitel. 1 _ not * . 
drowni wi at any thing; 
Nay, ſink his Friend — asd — Waves 
To give him Life : but you, tho' in the Gulph, 
ge. Nay, tho'they pointthe Whirl Port jutbef 
e. Nay, tho” int the Whirl-Pool j ore 
T — would Gr — a 9 
Adrian. Beſides, tis impious, N 
Againſt all Right of Nature, Law or Reaſon, 
To act the Tyrant oer a Daughter's Will. 
4ſcan. She knows the Cruelties of Cæſar Borgia! 
Has heard his Rapes and Murders ! Mercy on me, 
How did he uſe the Venetian Lady ? 
He forc'd her in a Wood, nay in a Ditch, 8 
As I am credibly inform d by thoſe 


wy) 
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That heard her ſqueak, in a dry Ditch deflower'd her; 


Add yet to this, my Lords, how, when the French, 
At ſacking of a Town, broke open Nunneries, 
He truſs'd at leaſt forty the pretty'ſt Rogues, 

The tendereſt quaking things! never broke up! 
All ſpotleſs Maids, -like Buds never blown upon, 
Nor touch'd even with the Tip of any Finger, 
And kept them for his Letchery. 


Orfin. Methinks, my Lord Aſcanio, my Lord Milla, 


Or my Lord Cardinal, more Moderation 

Would better fit a Man of your Profeſſion. 

I would not come to the old Argument, 

For then we claſh : Borgia is now my Son : 
Therefore I pray once more forbear to tax him ? 
The Theme is great and worthy that we mention, 
Romania's Duke and Nephew to the Pope. 


Aſcan. Prithee, old Paul; pommes now ben't ſo hat, 
you name hisGreatnef, 


ood Reverend Gray-Beard : 
ronounce him right, ev'n as his Holineſs 
Has own'd him to the World without a Bluſh, 


His natural Son, his Nephew or his By-Blow, that is 


the Cham. 
ſent Borgia, and unravel thee; (pion 


In ſhort, old Pau/, his downright Baſtard. 
ps Without a Bluſh ; ſhould I ſtand 


I tell thee, Prieſt, thou Scandal to the Altar, 
Thy Front, thy Eyes, thy Lips, each part of thee 
Would bluſh with Scarlet deeper than thy Robe. 
Aſcan. Peace, Dotard, Peace. | 
I ſay old ſtuttering Paul, thoul't ha the worſt on't; 
Therefore Peace, Peace, Dotard. 
Orſin. Ha! 
Vitel. Forbear; my Lord, remember ! 
Orfin. How dares he thus provoke me? 
Who knows, yet urges me, knows in his Heart 
How I have pierc'd into his deepeſt Thoughts, 
Have had Intelligence of all his Vices, 
Ev'n of his cloſeſt, darkeſt Deeds of Luſt : 
And dar'ſt thou call me Dotard ? Saucy Church-man! 


Thou that gav'ſt Whores Indulgences for Sin; 


80 rank, that he frequents the common Stews ; 
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or 2 new Face will give his ſcarlet Coat 
o make the Strumpet fine. | 
Oliv. My Lord, conſider where, to whom, of whom, 
nd what it is you utter? 

Orfin. Place me, ſome Power, 

pon St. Peter's Fane, the very Ball, 

nd turn my Voice to Thunder, that I may 

y open to the World the helliſh Acts 

f this contagious Prelate. 

can. Spit, ſpit thy Venom; nay, nay, let him out 
lark how he ſhakes now ; by my holy Dame, (with't— 
have nettled him; poor Paul pity the old Fool 
On. Then Prieſt, let me demand thee, 

not the 8 that burns thy Luſt, 

nd draws thy riſing Gall to ſuch a Bliſter, 

y Daughter's Scorn, and Loathing of thy Perſon ? 

a! ist not that? I think I have ſtung you, Cardinal! 
ſorſe than the Neapolitan Pox you gave 

r Reman Harlots 
Acan. Why how now, Paul, what doſt thou grow foul- 
uth'd now? by my holy Dame, had I a Scourge 

| firk thee, On I'd fo whip thee, Paul, 

flog and ſcourge thee, thou ſhould'ſt eat thy Words, 
he Pox ! why, how now? ha! the Pox i'faith! 

he Pox to me! let me come at him——ha ! 

Ou. Ha! wilt thou fight? 
forward, Prieſt ! by Heaven I'll ſhave your Crown 
and back, and let me mow this Poppy off, 

us rank red Weed that ſpoils the Church's Corn. 
Vitel. Did ever Fury run to ſuch a height! 

by, my Lord Cardinal, know you this Place, 

dd how *tis privileg'd ? 

Aſcan. My Lord, I am filenc'd. 

d eaſy Man made up of Patience, I! | 

d Gall in me! give me thy Hand, old Paul: 

nceforth ware Friends, and as a Friend I'll tell thee, 
n from my Heart, I'll tell thee what I think: 

ou art bewitch'd, old Paul, beſotted, fool'd 

is Son. in-Law of thine has ſeal'd thine Eyes, 

Id hortly I ſhall ſee thee walk the Streets 
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With a Dog and a Bell nay — prithee be not 
For *tis in love; I'II tell thee of a Dotage, 
And fo your Servant, noble Vitellixxo, 
Anga and Enna yours Farewell, my Lord, 
Ard laſtly thine whoſe Neck is in the Nooſe, 
Old Woodcock, Oran. [Exit Cardin 
Gravin. I am not.us'd to fear, 
But yet, methought, A4{canio's laſt Words 
Were dreadfal to my Ears. 
Orfa. I have engag'd 
My Daughter, Life and. Honour, and all my Fortune 
For the Duke's Faith, and the Security 
Ot every Perion here; why ſhould we doubt him? 
Have we not ſeen his Labour in this Matter? 
Four Thouſand Ducats, given us down in hand, 
With an Aſſurance of our ormer Pay; 
Nay more, he binds himſelf not to confirain 
Any one of us to appear in Perſon 
Bctore him, but who pleaſes of himſelf: 
Therefore let me intreat you clear your Brains, 
Meet all this Day together at the Marriage, 
And pay him as he merits faithful Homage. 
Vitel. There's ſomething here fore-bodes, in ſpite 
The Muſick that he makes, a harſh Concluſion. 
Orfin.For ſhame no more! the very Fears of Chile 
Becauſe he gives our Friends Allowances, 
And honours them with Charges, Governments, 
Beyond their Qualities, we dread his Dealing, 
And ſwear he means to draw our Faction rom us. 
Vit. Henceforth ſay what you will, do what you pl 
Since to your Intereſts I am link'd by Fate: 
I will no more oppoſe your ſpecious Reaſons, 
But inſtantly go wait _= the Duke. Tun 
Orfin. This day, to add new Honours to the Mang 
Our Son- in-Law, the Duke Valentinois, 
Receives the Role before the Conſiſtory, 
A Grace which ſeldom is vouchiafed to Kings; 
Indeed the greateſt which the Sacred Head 
Of the whole Chriſtian World can give to Man, 
The very higheſt Round of human Glory. * 
c 
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. SCENE draws, and ſhews the Conſiſtory: Borgia comes 
forward, with the Roſe carry'd before him in great 
Pomp. His Som Seraphino led by Alonzo, Machia- 

vel, Attendants, Aſcanio, and five Cardinals, &c. 


Borg. O Machiavel! was ever Pomp like. this? 
The Morning dawns with an unwonted Crimſon ; 1 
The Flow'rs more od' rous ſeem, the Garden Birds ** 
Sing louder, and the laughing Sun aſcends | I'&/ 
The gaudy Earth with an unuſual Brightneſs — | * 
| All Nature ſmiles, and the whole World is pleas'd, 
Even all the World but thy unhappy Borgia. | 

Mach.And why ſhould he, whom every Man concludes 

The Darling of the Times, whom bounteous Heav'n 
Has crown'd with Glory in ſucceſsful Wars, 

Whom it now doubly crowns with Beauty too, 

The brighteſt of her Sex, why ſhould he thwart 
The whole World's Vogue, andthink himſelf unhappy? 
Berg. Yes, Machiavel! thou worthieſt of Mankind, 
To thee Ill {trip my Heart, that ſecret Bed, 
With Vices, Virtues, every naked Thought, 
And ſhew thee all the Mixture of a Man. 
We are obſerv'd Think me not over-frail, 
Betauſe I love: Were Bellamira dearer, 
Her Father bleeds, and all the Rebel-Race; 

\ P11 firſt inſnare the Fools, then preach Fate to 'em, 

Mach. And let 'em know, juſt as the Cords are drawing, 

None ought to offend his Prince, and after truſt him. 
Borg. My Lord Orfino! O forgive me, Heaven ! 
Who have thus groſly fail'd to pay the Reverence 

I owe the beſt of F athers, beſt of Friends: 

This Day, this glorious Day, for ever bleſt, 

And never to be loſt in Time's dark Legend, | 

Crowns me your Son. Thus then I bend my Knees, 

Which are not us'd to kneel but at the Altar: 
And Oh! permit,me thus to kiſs your Hand, 
And pay eternal Vows to my Obedience. 
Orfin. O riſe, my Lord, all Duty is out-done 
With but one ſingle bare * 
2 
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Say, do you love my Daughter Bellamira ? 
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Yet for a Satisfaction to this Company, 


Borg. Hal what ſays my Father? Do I live? 
O Heaven! why do you wound me with the Queſtion? 
Does the poor ſuff ring Fair-One Virtue love, 
Who drinks the Brook, and eats what Nature yields, 
Rather than feaſt in Courts with loſs of Honour: 
Do thoſe, who on the Rack for Heav'n expire, 
Love Angels, and eternal Brightneſs there? 
"Tis ſure they do: And Oh 'tis full as ſure, 
That Cæſar Borgia dies for Bellamira. . 
Or/in. No more; you honour her and me too much: 
Therefore this Day I give her to your Arms 
With all the pleaſure of a proud old Father, 
O'erjoy'd to fo his Daughter match'd above him: 
By Heav'n, my Eyes grow full ; here all our Diſcord 
For ever end, all Jars betwixt the Or/ers, 
Vitelli, and the Duke Valentinois, 
Be bury'd ever in this ſtrict Embrace. ; 
Borg. Since you will have it ſo, forgive my Duty; 
Let me grow bold, and as a Friend embrace you— 
Orin. See here, my Lord, for ſcarce can I diſtinguiſh, 
Thro' the bright Joy that dazzles my weak Sight, 


' Olivaretto, and the Duke Grawina, 


When YVitellizzo comes to grace your Nuptials ; 
All on their Knees acknowledge you their Prince. 
Borg. My Equals all: Nor ſhall this Homage be, 


I ſwear it ſhall not: Riſe, my Lords; your Arms; 


Let me embrace you round: By all things ſacred, 
I ſwear that none of you have been to blame, 
Were you Confederates againſt my Arms? 
You were: But Borgia's infinite Ambition 
Forc'd you againſt your Wills to let him know, 
His head-ftrong Youth, like a young fiery Horſe, 
Unleſs you kindly ſtop him in his ipeed, 
Would hurl him from ſome Precipice to Ruin. 
Orfin. See Vitellizzo!) how he takes our Crimes 
Upon himſelf. 
Borg. Behold this Child, my Son ! 


I know not any thing the World calls precious, 
| 1 Which 
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Which in the darkneſs of my Heart can match him, 
gut Bellamira. Take him Vitellixxo, 
Take the dear Blood that trickles from my Heart, 
The very Strings that wind about my Life, 
And let him for my part be Surety, 
As beauteous Bellamira is for yours. 
Orfn. Farewel, my Lord : With theſe Attendants here 
I go to haſte the Bride; and let my Life 
Be anſwer for the little Seraphino. [Ex. Orſini, Vitelli. 
Aſcan. He has her now, that delicate bit of Beauty 
Which I reſerved for my own Letchery: 
He drills her from her old deluded Sire, 
Hell! and ſhe melts! ſhe melts into his Mouth : 
But by my holy Dame I'Il be reveng'd 
On every part of him: His little Baſtard, 
Becauſe he doats on him, ſhall ſtreight be mangled 
Fil do't I fay: Yes by my holy Dame, 
I will revenge my Loſs of Letchery——- 
Ha! what a Jerk was that? it grates my Bones ; 
Pray Heav'n it ben't a Spice, a little Tang 
Of the Neapolitan Itch, O my holy Dame. 
| © [ Ex. with Cardinal. 
Borg. Now, Machiawel, 4 to hear my Scui, 
Hear to what Softneſs and effeminate Mourning 
All my dear Victories- at laſt are melted : 
For I will tell thee, tho' thow'lt ſcarce belicve, 
Since firſt I ſaw the charming Bellamira, 


The very [mage of Charlottas Scorn, i Vans 1 0 


I have not had one Hour of free Repoſe; 
Ev'n when at laſt I have reſolv'd to join 
Our Hands, and truſt her with my tender Glory, 
Pre ſtarted; from my Bed, at Midnight roſe, 
And wander'd by the Moon, then laid me down, 
Upon ſome dewy Bank, and ſlept *till Morn. 

Mach. Therefore there muſt be ſome ſtrange Circum- 
That firſt induꝰ d thoſe Fears, ſome dang'rous Hint ( ſtance 
For your Suſpicions 


Borg. Yes, Machiawvel,'- '* 
There is, there is a Cauſe ſor my Suſpicicns. 

Mach. Are you ſure of it?: 
F 3 Borg. 
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Borg. Moſt ſure I am; 
Sure as Reſerv'dneſs does imply Averſion : 
Yet I, as if my Flames were Fire in Froſt, 
The more ſhe cools, ſcorch, rage, and burn the more 
Mach. I gueſs your Meaning; like Char/otta, the 
Has pawn'd her Heart--but tis confeſs'd you know him. 
Borg. Ha! did I know the Name of him I dread? 
What God in Arms ſhould fave him from my Sword? 
Here thou haſt rouz'd the Lion in my Heart, 
Halian Spite, Revenge and blaſting Fury 
Devours my Soul! all Mildneſs ſleeps like Death: 
I boil like Drunkards Veins— Death! Hell and Ven. 
Mach. Suppreſs this Fury (geance! 
Come, come, my Lord—I find you're hetter ſæilld 
In Camps and Courts, and know not yet Love's World: 
She is reſerv'd, you ſay, when you approach her; 
Why, let her weep too: Was it ever known | 
A ſubtle Bride laugh'd on her Wedding-Day, | 
Or claſp'd her Lover in the Eye o'th"'World? | 
I find you are unlearn'd. Sir— tis their Trade, 
bl 


The very Nature, Soul, and Life-Blood of em 
To whine and cry, and turn their Heads away, 
When their Hearts dote on what they ſeem to ſcorn, 

Borg. If it were ſo! 

Mach. Why it was always ſo, 

Ts ſo, and will be ſo to the World's end. 

Give me your Hand, and take her on my Word; 

I have been bred in Courts, ſounded the Humours 
Even of all Women-kind: therefore adviſe you 
Repair immediately to old Or/iro, 

Who with his beauteous Daughter waits your Coming, 

Borg. Cou'd ſhe be truly mine, the Wings of Wind 
Would be too flow to waft me to her Arms. 

Mach. Once more I ſay, ſh» is and ſhall be your's, 
Truly, religiouſly, devoutly your's 
Why all this thoughtleſs, groundleſs Jealouſy ? 
Let manly Confidence and Roman Virtue 
Maſter this Gothick Fury in your Blood. N 

Borg. By Arms! by all the Glories I have won! 
Thou haſt awak'd my Love, and charm'd my Fears. by 

5 | '__ Charhita! 
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Lirlotta! O the very figure of her; 
jut ſure the beauteous Lines are ſofter here: 
And now I find 'tis ruin to forego her—— 
Math. No more, my Lord. Tis I that thus embark 
\nd if ſome ſtarting Plank ſhould flaw the Veſſel (you, 
o your Deſtruction I am rum'd too 
ince all I have, or am, or ever would be, 
to be yours, your {worn unbiaſs'd Friend. 

Borg. Thou beſt of Men; 
hou art my Oracle, my Heav'n, my Genius, 
and as ſome God, ſhall guide me through the World; 
et's go to the Conqueſt, tho* thro Death we go; 
Ilarriage and Death both new Experiments. 
tethirkes I ſee the Taper in the Window, 
he buſy Nurſe unveils the weeping Maid, 
ind I muſt naked paſs through Seas to reach her. 
) fatal Marriage! O thou dilmal Gulph! 
Which like the Helleſpont doſt roar between 

e and my Joys: is there no other way? | | 
lone, none, the Winds and the daſl'd Rocks reply: 
Vhy let 'em roar ; and let the Billows ſwell, 

ill the rack'd Orbs be with the Deluge drown'd. 

is fix'd; I'll plange, or perith, or enjoy her 
Mach. Juſtly reſolv'd! nor let a few falſe Tears 

elt you again to an untimely Mildneſs. 
barlatta x deluded you in France, 
hich render'd all your Court ridiculous : 
temember that, and leſt the like Diſgrace 
hould happen now, drag her if ſhe refu'es. 

Bg. I will, my Machiavel—O Arms! O Glory! 
Vlat an eternal Reſt would {ſmear your Luſtre, 
Did not this Spirit of Ambition fire me ? 
1] tell her that the Lives of all her Rac2 
re now within my power. 

Mach. Nay, threaten her. 

Porg. I will do more than threaten; 

hink not the dreadful Cz/ar will be rous'd 

o threaten only ; that's a ſleeping Borgia, 

loving, dreaming, conſcientious Borgia; 
it when I wake, there's always Execution —: 
F 4 Macb. 
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Mach. It has been ſo. 
Borg. And ſhall I ſwear again? 
No, Machiavel; ſhe muſt be mine, or die. 
Should ſhe for Refuge to the Temple fly, 
I'd after her; there if ſhe ſcorns my Flame, } 
To the dumb Saints I will my Vows proclaim; {| 
And in their View reſolve the glorious Game: 
Upon the golden Shrines I'Il lay her Head, 
And ev'n the Altar make my Bridal Bed [Ex. andi. 


ACT II. SCENE I. 


Enter Orſino and Bellamira in Mourning. 
HERE didſt thou get the Daring 


thus to move me 
By thy dead Mother's Shroud, nd 

the firſt Night, 
When in her youthful Arms I graſp 

her to me, 
Was I ſo hot with Love as now with Rage, 
Thou young and Virgin Witch, thou new-found Fury! 

Bell. Ah! Sir, for I'm afraid to call you Father, 
Give me my Death; give to theſe trembling Brealts 
A thouſand Wounds, or cut me Limb from Limb; 
But do not look ſo dreadfully upon me — = 
Nor blaſt me with ſuch Sounds. O pity me! 
There's not one fatal Sentence, one dread Word, 
But runs like Iron through my — — 
What have I done? Ah, what is my Offence? 
And tell me how, which way ſhall I atone you? 
Or/in. Oh, thou vile Wretch ! aſk what is thy Offence! 
Doft thou not know it? Exquiſite Diſſembler ! 
Thou leading Sorc'reſs! He- cat of thy Sex! 
Subtleſt of all thy kind, that ever, roll'd 
Their falſe deluding Eyes, and in their * 1 
Ih Oonjur 
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Conjur'd for Looks to cheat the fimple World 
But to take all Evaſion from thy: Guilt, 
Did I not charge'thee, as thou fear'ſt my Curſe, 
This very Morning to adorn thyſelf, 
As one whom the Great Duke intends to honour 
By making thee his Bride? 
Bell. Alas! you did, 
And I am come, Oh Heav'n! and all ye Powers 
That pity Woman's Weakneſs, I am come 
My Lord as you commanded, and have vow'd, 
Tho' Death attends my Nuptials, to obey you. 
Orfin. Thou ly'ſt even in thy Heart, thou know'ſt thou 
| Thou haſt maliciouſly, moſt groſly fail'd (ly, 
In this Obedience: Say, declare, haſte, anſwer, 
Thou moſt ungrateful Wretch. Ah, how unlike 
Thy meek, thy perfect bright and bleſſed Mother ! 
Is this a Habit for a glorious Bride! | 
Doſt thou thus meet the gen'rous Borgia? 
I know thy aukward Heart; thou mean'ſt by this 


To tell the World, thou doſt not like thy uſband,. 
And daſh him at the Altar: But by Heav'n, 
Whither thou, Murdereſs, now art ſending me, 

This ſhall not ſerve thy Purpoſe: In this Dreſs, 
That blaſts my Eyes, and ſtrikes my Soul with Sadneſs, 
'll ſee the Prieſt for ever make you one. 

Bell. Ah! how have I deſerv'd this cruel Ulage?- 
Did ever Daughter yet obey: like me? | 

ot ſhe who in the Dungeon fed her Father 

ith her own Milk, and by her Piety 

day'd him from Death, can match my rigorous Virtue :: 
or I have done much more; torn off my Breaſts, 
ly Breaſts, my very Heart, and flung it from me, 
lo feed the Tyrant Duty with my Blood. | 
Orfn. Call thou the lawful Impoſition of 

| careful. Father, that intends thee Honour, 

yrannical and bloody ? Rage reſume me; 

ere, ſeeſt thou this? O wou'ld the gallant HBoria 
ould fling thee from his Soul, as 1 from mine, 

or tis Reſpect to him that ſaves thy Life; 

le by the Fever that quite burns me up, 
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I'd ponyard thee, till all my Robes were Crimſon: 
Yet ſince thou haſt the Impudence to brave me, 
And call thy Father Tyrant to his Face, 
I that have foſter'd thee even from the Womb, 
And bred thee in my Boſom, hear and tremble ;. 
For I will curſe thee 'till thy, frighted Soul 
Runs mad with Horror, till thy Mother ſtarts. 
From her cold Monument, to beg me ceaſe, 
'Tho' all in vain, 
Bellam. I caſt me at your Feet; 
I'm all Obedience: See, . Sir, ſee me here. 
Groveling upon the Earth. 
Orfin. Cars'd be the Night, 
Ten thouſand Curſes on that fatal Hour, 
When my great Spirit trifled with thy Mother 
For the Production of ſo falſe a Joy 

Bellum. O horrid blaſting Breath! 

Orfin. When I am dead, 

My troubled Ghoſt ſha!l nightly haunt thy Dreams 
| * Ah, hald—lI kits your Feet, and hug your: 
nees. 

Orfin. Tho in thy Huſband's Arms, Plldraw the Cur- 
And ſtare thee into Frenzy; and thy Lord (tains, 
1:11 charm ſo faſt, thy Shrieks ſhall not awake him. 

Bellam. Yet, Sir, — tread on me, trample me. 

Orſin. And all the Day, when other Spirits ſleep, 
Til follow thee with Groans, and curſe thee ſtill; 
Nay, when thou ſeek'ſt for Company to ſcape me, 
I'll make thee ſcream. See there his Spirit ſtands !” 

Bellam. Hear him not, Heav'n! | 

C-/in. After thy firſt Embrace, 

May thy Lord loath thee ; - {wear thou art no Virgin, 
And caſt thee off as a molt leud Adultereſs: | (vou 
Bellam. It there be Saints or Angels; Oh I charge 
Orfin. Or if thy Huſband ſhould by chance retainthee, 
Heart-burnings, Jealouſies incite him ſtill 
To 79 thee with a thouſand Hells on Earth, 
And after end thee in ſome horrid manner. 
Bellam. Ponyard me, as you promis'd ! Oh ſtab me! 
9-fir, Eternal Barrenneſs ſhut up thy Womb; 


. 


f aught that's human chance to raiſe thy Hopes, 
lay it be monſtrous at the curſt Production, 
\n After-birth, or ſome abhorr'd Conception, 


Enter Duke of Gandia in Mourning. ; 


On. What now? another Mourner ? Hell and Furies! 
hey both have plotted to undo my Honour. 

ſell —Duke of Gandia—vut I'II call thee Bridegroom. 
Cand. Ha; .how's this? the beauteous Bellamira 


pur Daughter iwoons — + 

Orfin. I care not, let her periſh ; - 

id thou, who haſt ſeduc'd her, periſh with her: 

oon with her, fink with her, die both, and both be 
damn'd. IE”xit Orſino. 

Cand. Wake, Bellamira, from the Sleep of Death; 

fe of Palante's Life! give me a word; 

thou art ſafe, claſp'd in thy Gandia's Arms, 

lante holds thee. Say what Murderer 

er'd this Cruelty, and I'll revenge thee, 

hellam. Where am I ? ha! looſe, looſe me from your 

doff; fly from me; fly, Palante, fly; (Arms; 

we muſt never,. never meet again : 

e Poles may ſooner join: O, I am loſt, - 

an inexorable Father ruin'd, 

d, blaſted ; and for taee, unhappy Prince, 

ou haſt undone me, tho' not by chy Will, 

ſure thou lov'ſt the wretched Be/lamira : 

by the Conſequence of this Affection, 

bu alt deſtroy d my Peace of Mind tor ever 

bu haſt been ruinous and mortal to me, 

Robbers, Raviſhers, or Murdercrs ; 

refore be gone! fly. from my Eyes for erer, 

never let me ſee Palante more. 

and. I go for ever from you, as ycu charge me, 

for that purpoſe I did hither come; 

lutle thought that you would drive me thu. 3 


— — 
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Bellam. V have ſaid enough] my Heart, my Spirits fail 
nd I have now my Wiſh without a Dagger. (me, 


pon the Earth. Help, help—my Lord, ſhe's cold; 


2 — — — 


And never ſee her more. 


Love has a Porce that can ſurmount the World. 
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J hop'd at leaſt, that when I parted from you, 
And bid you everlaſtingly farewel, | 
I hop'd; but oh thoſe battering Hopes were vain! 
That gentle Bellamira ſhould have figh'd, 
Or dropt a Tear, when I would take my leave, 


Bel]. O Cruelty ! 
You rend the Plaſter from the bleeding Wound. 

Gand. An elder Brother calls you to his Bed, 
And you perhaps will not be raviſh'd thither : 
Oh Bellamira! JI had once thoſe Vows 
Which thy frail Heart does now refign to Borgia, 
But I have ſtaid too long: Farewell tor ever; 
When J am gone, and thou for many Vears 
Enjoy'ſt the Change thy Father forc'd thee to, 
(For ſure I cannot chink it all thy doing!) 
If happy Cæſar Borgia chance to fold thee 
More. cloſely in his Arms than was his Cuſtom ;: 
Say to thy Heart with a relenting Thought, 
Thus, if qur Fates had pleas'd, the wretched Candi 
Would thus have lov'd me. But no more, farewell: 
You're pleas'd to baniſh me- and -- I'll obey. [ Exitaru. 

Bell. Come back] come back ! you ſhall not leave ms 
Let Fathers curſe, and jealous Huſbands rage, (thus; 


Enter Borgia. 


If then ' tis deftin'd that you muſt be gone, 
And leave me to the Arms of cruel Borgia 
Borg. Ha! but obſerve 3, there may be more in thi 
Bell. If we two Lovers, whom for Tenderneſs 
The World can never match, muſt part for ever 
Gand. Oh, that for ever! 5 
Borg. It's A e all; 
By Heav'n, a Dream; I ſwear, a very Dream. 
Bell, Yet take, O take this dying Farewel with thet 
And' whomſoe'er thy Paſſion ſhall eſpouſe, 
Remember! O remember this, and leave. me: 


[ 2 A A Re bd Aa” a mn 2 
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No Man was ever ſo by Woman lov'd, 
As thou Palante art by Bellamira. | 
Gand. Stop there; for to go on will give me Death. 
oh! thou haft utter'd Sounds of ſuch a ftrain | 
As Nature cannot bear : like fofteſt Muſick, 
Which while it charms the Senſe, makes chill the Blood. 
No more! for by my glimmering Joys, I fear | 
Thou'lt ſing my Soul to everlaſting Sleep. ut 


Bell. O Heav'ns, we are undone ! | 
Borg. Start not, nor weep not! beauteous Bellamira: 
For there is nothing meant tow'rd you, but well; 
Fortune her ſelf now ſmiles on your Deſign, 
And Heav'n and Earth conſpire to make you happy. 
Theſe Mourning Habits on your Wedding-Day, 
Had Chance not guided me to hear your Loves,. 
Would have betray'd the Secret 
Cand. O Brother! what muſt I expect? I know not} 
Whether I ought to hope or fear. 
Borg. __ all: 
For curſt is he that parts whom Heav'n has join'd: 
| ſtand convinc'd that Love has made you one; 
And may thoſe chaſter Fires that warm your Hearts, 
Vie with the Stars for Immortality 


For one ſo noble ſure this World contains net: 
0h! *tis too little but to name him noble, : 
For ſuch a Soul aſpires above the Clouds, 
$0 great, etherial; and ſo godlike fram'd, 
He muſt look down on Kings; ſuch vaſt Compaſſionz. 
duch an unheard Magnificence of Mercy 
As we muſt both adore: Kneel, Bellamira, 
For 'tis a God we talk with. 

Zorg. O you muſt not. | 
Methinks, fair Bellamira, who ſtill anſwwer'ſt, 
With the accuſtom'd Language of thy Tears, 
Methinks you ſhould have told me all this while, 
Your Beauties were not doom'd for Cæſar Borgia. 
Tis true, I often fear'd by your Reſerv'dnefs, 


* 


Borg. Then let me wake you. L A 1 


Gand. Speak it again, again confirm this Goodneſs, 
| ; ” (COR | 


"well - 
99S. | 
7 * 1 hy 
[FS ; 
* 0 


Your Heart muſt be engag” Or thou, Palante, 
Had. 


- 


* 
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Hadſt thou but told me when I woo'd her firſt, 
How many Sighs and Sorrows hadi thou ſav'd me! 
I would not then have launch'd, but yielded up 
The noble Freight, this more than Indian Treaſure 
And given thee all my Intereſt in. her Father, * 
Gand. Alas I feard!. 
Borg. I hold you, Sir, excus'd: - ; 
May you be happy as your Souls can. wiſh; . 
But I muſt beg you from this Place retire 
For your own Intereſt ; Or/ino here 
Entreated me to wait him, and tis now 
Upon this Day, allotted for my Marriage, 
Untfit to break the Buſi neis of your Loves. 
Vet doubt not, O moſt happy lovely Pair, 
But Care and Time ſhall perfect all. your Wiſhes. (ning: 
Gand. Give me your Arms: I had deſign'd this Mor: 
Made deſperate with my Griefs, tacquaint your Ea 
With all the Progreſs of my ruin'd Paſſion: 
J thought that you would ſtorm, and uſe me ill, 
4 And had deſign'd I know not what to forfeit . 
My Life, rather than loſe my Be/lamira: . 
But you have ſo prevented m 
Borg. No more. 
How, faireſt Be/lamira! not one word? 
Am I ordain'd the Proxy of your Love, 
Without the Breath of Thanks? 
Bell. The bounteous Heav'ns 
Rain on your Head whole Deluges of Mercies, 
For this great Goodneſs! Hear me, oh ye Powers, 
Hear me upon my Knees; where-e'er he goes, 
Guard him with Bleſſings! give him his own Wiſhes; 
If to the Wars he pals, uu attend him, 
And growing Conqueſt dwell upon nis Arms; 
Let him attain, by a long courle oi Valour, 
And gallant Acts, to the old Roman Greatneſs ;_ 
And when at laſt in Triumph he returns, 
May ail the fighing Virgins ſtrew his way, 
And with new Garlands crown his coming Glory. 
[Exit with Gandia 


Enter 
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Enter Machiavel. 


ach. Something's diſcover'd, and I gueſs the Buſineſs... 
Lord, you're wanted, and the beauteous Bride, 
berg. J charge thee name her not upon thy Life. 

ir, tear, tear off theſe unbecoming Garments, 

memy Horſe, and bid my Arms be ready ; 

| Machiavel, with to-morrow's dawn, 

ou ſhalt behold me in another Dreſs, 

thing Defiance to theſe ſofter Wars. (change 
lach. But why, Sir? why ? how comes this ſudden 
y have you charg'd me, that. I ſhould not ſpeak - 
Bellamira ? | 

Borg. Cruel Machiavel ! 

y doſt thou bring the fatal Charmer back, 

,om1 wou'd drive for ever from my Soul? 

Mach. This wondrous Alteration of your Humour, 
ſt ſure ariſe from ſome as wondrous Cauſe. 

ve you diſcover'd aught ? | 

Borg. All, all's diſcover'd ; . 

d ſuch an over-ſight in thee: but where, 

here now is thy profound Sagacity ? 

here all thy Depoſitions, Promiſes, 

Wrrants, Engagements that ſhe ſhould be mine? 
ately, religiouſly, devoutly mine ? | 

Mach. And is ſhe not? : 

Borg. By Heav'n quite oppoſite: - 

| 2 — — 2 ard to thee - 

tore, has happen'd, bappen'd in ſuch manner;.. 

quite out- went my own Imagination. 

Lach. Who eber he is that has ſupplanted you, 
your juſt Rage he was a ſecret Villain, 

he clo eſt Traitor that &'er plotted Miſchief, 

d juſtly bas deferv'd the Stab you gave him. (bing? 
Bog. How, Machiavel? ha, didit thou talk of ſtab- 
Mach. I neither think, nor know what's your Intention, 
* thads your Country's Cuſtom in ſuch Caſes: 
des, Sir, when I did diſcourſe you laſt, 

fell into Convulſions of Deſpair, 


With. 
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A Brother! why, ſo much the more a Villain.) 


With mentioning the very name of Rival, 
And thunder'd out whole Volleys of Revenge. 
Borg. True, Machiavel; but could not think w 
Should prove my Brother. "(Rin 
Mach. Ha, | 
Borg. Raiſe, raiſe me, Heav'n: 
Some other Man, that dares to take her from me, 
To inatch the only Beauty I can love, 
And at the Altar too, from my Embraces ; 
If I not end him, tho' he were Imperial, 
Ev'n in the middle of his Guards 
Mach. Vour Brother! | 
And have you Confirmation that ſhe loves him ? 
Borg. Why doſt thou wonder? I both ſaw and heat 
Heard all his Vows, and her moſt paſſionate Anſwer, 
She loves him: Ves, theſe curs'd Remembrancers, 
Theſe Eyes have ſeen it. Oh! ſhe dotes on him, 
Feeds on his Looks——eyes him as pregnant Wong 
Gaze at the precious thing their Souls are ſet on. 
Mach. And you perhaps will bear it from a Brother 
With all the Meekneſs of an Anchorite, 
A Man of quite another World; you'd beſt 
Go to the Wars, be ſhet, and leave this Brother 
The Heir of all, ſole Darling of the Pope. 
Borg. Fis certain, that I ſeem'd to appearance 
Mild and relenting ; begg'd em leave me here, 
That I might think 
Mach. 'Think ! by your Holy Father, 
You have no Blood, no Soul, nor Spirit left; 
The Genius of your Houſe muſt bluſh at this: 


Borg. O'Machiawvel! 

Mach. O conſcientious Borgia; 
By all that's great, it is in him flat Inceſt ; m 
There's for your Conſcience, if you will have Conſcien;, 
She was betroth'd yours by her Parher's Will, 
Publiſſid to the World, and what elſe makes a Marriag 
And for a Brother thus to undermine you, 
And carry it too! Are you [talian born? 
Begot by one? Oh, make it not a Doubt, 


1 
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ieve, I n, I am mad to ſee you thus! 
wh, to temas the Talk, the Jeer of Rome, | \ 
As once you were at Paris by Charlotta: 
Noll revengethee! cold as thou art and dead! 
And may this Steel be ſheath'd in Machiavel, 
If that the treacherous Duke of Gandia ſcape me. 
[ Exiturus. 

Borg. Come back, I ſay ; for what is to be done, 
Il act my ſelf. Where was I ? or where am I? 
No, Machiavel, thou know'ſt tis not my Conſcience 
That lets the Villain live I think thou haſt heard 
be fatal Jars w'have had about my Sitter ; 

For I remember, being in her Bath, 
And by her Women told we were at Words, 
She ran in haſte half naked to the Pope, 

ho came to part the Fray ; and ſwore in Fury 
Vith horrid Imprecations, who e'er fell 
By th'other's Hands, he never would have mercy 
Dn the Surviver. This, my Machiavel, 

$ Borgia's Conſcience——For to do a Murder, 
Ind not be ſafe, is Drunkard's Policy. a 

Mach. What then is your Intent? | 
Borg. To follow Nature; 
or ſo do Flames that burn, and Seas that drown z 
es, Machiavel, and care not what comes on't. 
d when Security, and black Occaſion - 
oint me to death, I will be rough as thoſe, 

nd blood him, till he changes to a Ghoſt: 
et fince my Father's Threats bar preſent Murder, | 
| find a way to rack him. wry 
Mach. Ha! you MCNd —— — | | * 8 P # 1 » 
d take again your beauteous Prize; that is, MES” 
e lovely Bellamira ſtill retains 
me holds about your Heart. 
borg. Oh, 'tis confeſs'd ; We 
d howſoe er my Tongue has play'd the Braggart, 
reigns more fully in my Soul than ever: | 
 gariſons my Breaſt, and mans againſt me 

n my own rebel Thoughts, with thouſand Graces, 
thouſand Charms, and new diſcover'd Beauties. 


— 
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hadſt thou ſeen her when ſhe lately bleſt me, 
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What Tears, what Looks, and Languiſhings ſhe darted; 
Love bath'd himſelf in the diſtilling Balm: 
And oh the ſubtle God has made his Entrance 
Quite thro' my Heart : he ſhouts and triumphs too, 
And all his Cry is, Death, or Bellamira. 

Mach. Why ! this is like the Spirit of your Father, 
You bring this graceful Vigour jult before me, 
Juſt, juſt as firſt he wore the triple Crown, 
Juſt ſo he walk'd, juſt with that fiery Movement; 
So ſparkled too his Eyes ! ſo glow'd his Cheeks. 
Nor fear Palante, when ſhe's in your Arms, 
When ſhe perceives the Fervour of your Paſſion 
Panting upon her naked Breaſts for Mercy. 

Borg. Sighing, as if my very Soul would burſt, 
And graſping, Machiavel, as if Death's Pangs were u 


me. 

Mach. Now ſtealing to her Lips, diſſolv'd in Ten, 
And preſſing cloſe, but ſoftly, to her Side : 
Whilhering, O why, why, gentle Be//amira! 
Then with a ſudden ſtart let looſe your Love; 
Graſp her as if you could no longer bear it ; 
Claſp her all Night, and ſtifle her with Kiſſes: . 
Oh, there are thouſand Ways! 

Borg. Ten thouſand thouſand ; 
Millions, and infinite, yet add to thoſe, 
Tl try 'em all; nor ſhall a Drop of Mercy 
Fall from my Eyes, tho' I beheld Palante 
Dead at her Door. O Expectation burns me 
© Bellamira! Heart! how ſhe inflames me ? 

Mach. Then there's no need of warlike Pr 1008 

Borg. Talk no more of War, for now my Theme i 
The War like Winter vaniſhes; 'tis gone, (Lox 
And Bellamira with eternal Spring, 
Dreſt in blue Heav'ns, and breathing vernal Sweets 
Drops like a Cherubin in Smiles before me. 

Mach. Oh, that the World could but behold you tis 
That Bella mira ſaw you in this Height 
Of dazling Paſſion, and becoming Fury! 

Borg. J hus, to a glorious Coaſt,thro' Tempeſts hurl 
We fail like him who ſought the Irxdien World. 
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s more; tis Paradiſe I go to prove, 

nd Bellamira is the Land of Love: 

ave her in my view ; and hark, ſhe talks, 

d ſee, about, like the firſt Maid, ſhe walks: 

ir as the Day when firſt the World began; 

11am doom'd to be the happy Man. [Excunt; 


ACT III. 


Enter Aſcanio and Alonzo. 
1. REES Y Lord, this ĩs an Act ſo newly horrid; 


N 2 So ghaſtly a Contrivance of Revenge, 
That Fiends themſelves would ſtart. 
— 

© ec at the Propoſal. 

Il to do this; Iwho have bred him up! 

Seraphino! nurs'd thee in my Boſom, 

gaſh thy Cheeks, and tear out both thy Eyes! 

(can. The Sums of Gold are order'd to be paid: 

fon your bare conſent; on Execution 

whole. Alonzo, thou haſt no Compaſſion 

jen Intereſt comes in play: Don't I know, 

the Command of Machiavel, or Borgia, 

bu wouldſt not ſtick to poiſon ev*n the Pope? 

ne, come, diſſemble not thy Occupation, 

der's thy Trade, and Dcath thy Livelihood 5 

refore perform this Act of ſpritely Vengeance, 

Il create thee noble | 

nx. 'Tis ſure, &er long, when TI have ſerv'd their 
they will end me too, er fear of talking; (turn, 

refore, my Lord, howe'er my Conſcience ſtings me, 

tis moſt true, I love the innocent Boy, | 

home the Gold | 

ar, Thou ſhalt along with me; | 

ll not ſend, but pay it thee in Hand, (is that? 

twenty thouſand Crowns Why, what a _ 


uf 


ull twenty thouſand Crowns ! 
Why, I will tell thee, there are Rogues in Orders, 
Monks,. Fryars, Jeſuits, that would kill their Father 

_ Raviſh their Mothers, eat their Brothers and Siſters, 

For half the Sumę What, twenty thouſand Crowns! 
Away, away! Come, come, pull out his Eyes, 
And make a Cupid of the little Baſtard. T 
I ſwear thou ſhalt; what, twenty thouſand Crowns! 

Atonz. My Lord, I am charm'd. | 
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Enter Machiavel and Adorna. 


Aſcan. My good Lord Machiavel. 
. Mach. My noble Lord, 
The humbleſt of your Servants 
[Ex. Aſcanio and Alum 
Now, my Adorna, now the time is coming, 
When thou ſhalt rival even the Queen of Love; 
For, by.my. Life, a Bridegroom like Palante 
Might match an Empreſs— But he's thine ; no mor 
I've (worn he's thine. This Day, that gives his Broil 
Thy beauteous Couſin, is the bleſt Fore-runner 
| Of my Adorna's certain Happineſs. © 
Ador. Heav'n only knows the Iſſue of my Fate; 
But did not Love and languiſhing Defire 
Tranſport me from my ſelf, I ſhould endeavour 
To help he pore deſpairing Bellamira. 
Not many Hours ago ſhe ran upon me 
With Extafies, even crying out for Joy, 
In ſpite of Fate, Palante ſhall be mine ; 
Then told me all that you diſcours'd but now; 
When on that Minute cruel Borgia enter'd 
With old Orſino, who S her, 
Pth* midſt of Prayers and Tears, and ſhrieking Som 
Strait to attend her Huſband to the Temple. 
Mach. Excellent! and how bears Palo this! 
Ador. So much the worſe, becauſe quite unexpe 
And while I told it in moſt moving Terms, 
He ſtruck his Breaſt, and caſt his Eyes to Heav', | 
Enquir'd for you, then talk'd of Blood, and variſi 
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Mach. I have been, ever fince I came to Rome, 

Confidant to both: I like the Method, 

e Machine moves exactly to my mind, 

|; like a Ship well-ballaſt thro' the Air, 

d ploughs the riſing Miſchiefs clear before me. 

e heard thee often talk of pretty Letters 

at paſt between Palante and thy Couſin. 

hr. J have 'em all in keeping, by her Order. 

Mach. Let me peruſe 'em. 

br. Will you be ſecret then ? 

lach. Away, and fear not, they ſhall make thy For- 

In as the Marriage-Rites are paſt, we'll meet. (tune: 
[Exit Adorna. 

lo, they come ! the Duke of Gandia frowns ; 

ar my Cæſar, and muſt watch their claſhing. 


edraws, and diſcovers the Progreſs of a flately Mar- 
age; Aſcanio, Adrian, Enna, Cardinals, going be- 
re, Orſino following : Bellamira ſupported by two 
irgins in white: Borgia follow'd by Vitellizzo, A- 


mo, &c. 


xd. Sir, I muft ſpeak with you. 

pro. Tis inconvenient. 

xd. Tis not our firſt of Jars. Remember Lucrece, 
Sitter Lucrece, and be then perſuaded 

ſuty requires your Ear. 

g. For what? 

aud. If you dare walk aſide with me, I'II tell you. 
g. After the Prieſt | 

ad. No, Sir before the Prieſt 

hovers near us: you ſhall give me hearing. 

. What Boy ! how ſayſt thou? ſhall—— 

xd. Yes Sir, you ſhall. 

g. No more, for fear we ſhould be overheard : 
ſtantly return, upon my Honour: 

e but wait Or/ino to the Gate, 

M attend theez on my Word I will— 

Frieſt ſhall wait till thou have Satisfaction. 
[Excunt a/l but Mach. and Gand. 


Mach. 
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Mach. What have you ſaid, my Lord? 
Gand. Forbear to know | 

T think thou lov'ſt me, yet a Proof were well; 

And fince Occaſion now demands a Trial, 

Refuſe not what my Friendſhip ſhall enjoin thee. 
Mach. Tis granted, tho' the Conſequence be Dea 
'Gand. Be gone, this Moment leave me to my {elf 
Mach. I apprehend: Let me embrace you, 

Why ſhall I leave you? but my Word's engag'd; 

Call all thoſe pow'rful Provocations up, 

Your Wrongs, your moſt ignoble Injuries, 

To ſteel your Arms, and dye your Victory 

In Blood; I go becauſe you grow impatient. 

No more, but Conqueſt, Death, or Bellamira 

Yet I muſt watch you hereabouts: For Borgia, 

Tho” ſkill'd and gallant, yet may meet his Death, 

And that I muſt prevent, for I'll allow no Stroke 

To Chance, tho' my undaunted Hero dares all 

That Man can dare 
Gand. Why comes he not? 

I know he's brave, renown'd in Foreign Wars, 

And to his Skill in Arms has ſuch a Courage, 

As makes a raſh Man run upon his Ruin; 

Yet in his height of Fury I can dare him, 

My Blood dehes him mortally to Death. 

Yes Machiavel, I'll take thy fatal Counſel ; 


The Word is Conqueſt, Death, or Bellamira. 
| X [Exit 


Enter Borgia. 


Borg. So, Sir, you ſee I have obey'd your Sum 
You muſt be ſatisfy d, tho Beauty ſtays, 
Tho' the Bride ſtays, tho' Bellamira ſtays: 
That is, tho Heav'n with all its waiting Glorie 
Stops at your Call, and ſtands to give you he 
Gand. V have us'd me baſely. 
Borg. No. 
Gand. I fay you have, 
Without a Provocation. 
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Borg. That were baſe 
Indeed: When unprovok'd I do a Wrong, 
May I, when juſtly urg'd, want due Revenge. 

Gand. You've falſify d your Word, betray'd me baſely, 
Betray'd a Brother: O my Stars, a Brother! | 
That would have burſt thro' all the Bars of Death, 

And yielded all things to you, but his Love. 
O, fooliſh Eyes! but theſe are your laſt Tears, 
And I muſt mend your Courſe with Blood. 

Borg. He et 5 

Was ever ſeen Hypocriſy like this? 

o thou young impudent and blooming Lyar, 
Who, like our Curteſans, are early practis'd, 
And in their Nonage taught the Arts of Vice. 
But I forego my Temper— Is this all? 

You know I am in haſte, and cannot brook 
A longer Conference. 

Gand. I know you cannot, 

But I ſhall force you: Yes, thou Tyrant Brother, 
Thou that art fallen from all the height of Glory, 
To the low Practice of the worſt of Slaves, 

I will revenge the Honour thou haſt loſt: * 
Nor ſhalt thou paſs to Bellamira's Arms, 

Till thro' my Heart thou cutt ſt thy horrid Way. 
Draw then—— 

Borg. I will not. 

Gand. By Revenge and Fury, 

Thou ſhalt not paſs but on my Rapier's Point. 

Porg. Think not, thou young Þrafiitioner in Arms, 
hat all thy Force, tho? levelPd at me naked, 
Should ſtop me, if I once reſolv'd my Way: 
But I am cam; and wiſh thee, for thy Safety, 

o let me paſs. Thou talkd'ſt a while ago 
Of Lucrec but no more of that my Father. 
O, fear'd I not his Thunder which ſo oft 
Has menac'd me if e'er I roſe againſt thee, 
Long. long' e'er this, hadſt thou been Duſt, even now 
For that Abuſe which late thou gav'ſt my Ear, 
for that abhorr'd Conception of my Siſter, 
or that damn'd Mention, by the loweſt Hell, 


ies 


And 
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And by the burning Fiends, thou ſhouldſt be Aſhes, 
Sand. Bluſh not, nor purſe thy threatning Brow, but 
And dare not to deſpiſe the weakeſt Arm (draw, 
| That ſtrikes with Juſtice. Yes, upon thy Breaſt, 
Elate and haughty as thou carry'ſt it, 
] doubt nat but my Sword ſhall write thee Traitor. 
Borg. No more: O that I had 
Some one renown'd, and winter'd as my ſelf, 
T' encounter like an Oak the rooting Storm 
But thou art weak, and to the Earth wilt bend, 
With my leaſt Blaſt, thy Head of Bloſſoms down: 
If by thy Hand I fall (as who &er div'd 
So deep in Fate, but ſometimes was deceiv'd ?) 
I do bequeath thee more than all my Dukedoms, 
Far more indeed than Worlds, my beauteous Bride; 
But if I conquer thee, and ſhew thee Mercy, 
Never love more; nor after I am marry'd, 
Dare for thy Soul to ſpeak of Bellamira. 
Gand. I thank thee, and accept the Terms with [oy, 
Which Blood muſt ratify : and here I ſwear, 
If vanquiſh'd by thy Arm (tho' Death I hope, 
Will, more than Oaths, confirm the fatal Bargain) 
For ever to renounce all claim, and yield, 
By my eternal Abſence, Bellamira. 
Borg. Come on then: and let Love and Glory ſteel 
Thy unfleſh'd Arm: think, on this Moment _ 
Thy whole Life's Joy, or worſe than Death, Deipar; 
I would not win ſuch Beauty without Blood. 
But as the brave Gon/alvo,_ being ſhot, 
Mov'd not at all, nor chang'd his mighty Look; 
As if the Gallantry of ſuch Demeanor 
Could charm coy Vidory to raiſe the Siege: 
So would I with my Blood diſtilling down, 
Anſwering her Tears, lead Bel/amira on, 
And woo her at the Altar with my Wounds. 
Gand. no more. ä 
Borg. Agreed, The Word is Bellamira 
- [They fight, Gandia 7s add 
Ho'd, hold Palante, for thou bleed. 


Gand. A Scratch. 
Berg 
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Burg. My Father cries out, ſave him on thy Life. 
Gard, Guard well thy Life. 


Fight again. Borgia is wounded on the Arm; 
0 2 diſarms Gandia, | 5 


Enter Machiavel. 


Mach. What means this N oife of Arms? | 

Vhy theſe Swords drawn? What now, my Lords; 
Both wounded ? [Borgia throws Gandia his Sword, 
y Heav'n, I ſwear, you ſhall proceed no further. 
Borg. Tis now too late to tell thee how we quarrelbd, 
ook to his Wound: Soon as the Cure's —— . 
ll ſerve the Duke of Gandia with my Fortune, 
ut far from Rome; for he has agreed 

Never to ſee my Bellamira more. 
or me———Pll to the Temple. 

Mach. My Lord, you bleed. 

Borg. The Skin's but rais'd: gags 
Could it were deep in the moſt morta! Part, 

» Bellamira, when the Blood guſl'd forth, 
Vould fink upgn my Breaſt, and ſwear ſhe lov'd me; 

ut that's too much to hope; whate'er is doom'd, 
wear this Night to graſp the conquer'd Prize: 
es, yes, Palante, hear, and fly for ever; 
the white-World of Bellamira's Beauty 

his Night I'll travel o'er, to feaſt my Love? 
te little Glutton ſhall be gorg'd with Revels, 
ie ſhalt be drunk with Spirits of Delight, 

ith all that amorous Wiſhes can inſpire, 
nd all the Liberties of looſe Deſire. [Exits 
Gord. I'll after him, and at the Altar end him. © 
vt not enough to wound and vanquiſh me, | 
it he muſt triumph too? I rave and talk 

know not what; for he is generous, 
id nobly merits what his Valour won; 

6, happy Borgia; I will keep my Word; 

, ſince thus loſt to all that I held dear, 
andon this loath'd' World. 


Mach. You muſt retire, 
Vor. II. 


wed 
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Gand. I will devote the ſad Remains of Life 
| To the bleſt Company of holy Men; 
| Learn Contemplation, and, the Dregs of Life 
Purg'd off, taſte clearer and more ſprightly Joys, 
Partake their Tranſports in the brighteſt Viſions, 
| See opening Heav'ns, and the deſcending Gods: 
Then as I view the dazzling Tracts of Angels, 
Sigh to my Heart, and cry, See there, and there, 
In full Perfection thouſand Bellamira's. 
Mach. My Lord, your Wound bleeds faſt. 
Gand. O Machiavel! 
When I am ſhut for ever from the World, 
"Thou tendereſt-hearted, gentleſt, beſt of Friends, 
Wilt viſit me ſometimes : I know thou wilt. 
Mach. Why do youdroop thus ? Lean upon my Arn: 
All ſhall be well. Yes, I will find a Way, 
In 1 of Fortune, yet to heal your Sorrows, 
© - And pour the Balm of Bellamira's Tears 
| i Upon your Wound, 
| Gand. Could I but ſee her once 
Before I die! 
Mach. Once, twice, a hundred times: 
Doubt not, you ſhall, but haſte to your Apartment. 
[Exit Gand 
Methinks, if Miſchief had but this to vaunt, 
That, like a God, none knows her but herſelf, 
It were enough to mount her o'er the World. 
I love myſelf; and for myſelf, I love 
Borgia my Prince: Who does not love himſelf? 
Selt-Love's the univerſal Beam of Nature, 
The Axle-Tree that darts thro' all its Frame: 
3 | And he's a Child in Thought, who fears the Sting 
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Of Conſcience ; and will rather loſe himſelf 
Than make his Fortune by another's Ruin! 

. Conſcience, the Bugbears Roar, the Nurſes Howl, 
Dur Infant Laſh, and Whip of Education. 


Enter Adorna. 


75 My Genius, my Love, my little Angel, 


I, 
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thou the Letters? 


or. Firlt, my Lord, 


have Breath to utter, let me tell you, 

er was Marriage ſolemniz'd like this. 

ach, Go on. 

hr. The Bride in mourning Robes was led, 
ather born like a pale Corſe along; 

her when ſhe firſt approach'd the Temple, 

, ruſhing from the Arms of thoſe that held her, 
hrew her Body on the marble Steps ; 


Wn {trait the Bridegroom with a kindled Face 


near, and bluſhing, ſtretch'd his bloody Arm, 
tin a Scarf, and gave it to the Bride? 

, bowing, wiſl'd the Prieſt perform his Duty. 
ich, What follow'd ? 

r, Urg'd, or rather, brib'd before, 

Prieſt at old Or/eno's Interceſſion, 

join'd their Hands : all from the Temple haſte; 
and his Son in deep Diſcourſe, 

[/amira blind with weeping, led 

Way. 

ch. Jam glad on't, for I wait to ſpeak with her, 
e produce the Letters: Come, I know 

halt em; nay, tis thy own Intereſt. 

„ See, Bellamira enters: Stay ſome time 
Idiſcover to your own Deſire, 


Enter Bellamira. 


. Madam, I would intreat a Word in private, 
Can Miſery, like mine, be worth Diſcourſe? 
. The dead are only happy, and the dying: 
ad are ſtill, and laſting Slumbers hold 'em: 

ho is near his Death, but turns about, 

da while to make his Pillow eaſy, 

ps into his Shroud, and reſts for ever. 

My Mind prelages, by the bloody Hand 

ad me at the Altar 5 


b. In their Nonage 
paily unuſual join'd their Loves; 
= a They 
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They pair'd like Turtles, ſtill together drank, 
Together eat, nor quarrelPd for the Choice: 
Like twining Streams both from one Fountain fel 
And as they ran, ſtill mingled Smiles and Tears: ; 
But Oh, when Time had ſwell'd their Currents his 
This boundleſs World, this Occan did divide el, 
And now for ever they have loſt each other. 
. Bell. For ever! Oh the Horror that invades ms! 
Thou ſeem'ſt to intimate ſome horrid Act: 
I charge thee ſpeak, how fares the Duke of Cans 
Not anſwer me ! Why doſt thou ſhake thy Head, 
And croſs thy Arms, and turn thy Eyes away; 
Has there been aught betwixt my Lord and him! 
Mach. There has, they fought. 
Bella. 'The Cauſe, the curſed Cauſe 
Stands here, before thy Eyes ſhe ſands to blaſt the 
A know *tis thus; Borgia for me was wounded ; 
And, oh my Fears, by his relentleſs Hand, 
Perhaps that poor deſpairing loſt Palante 
Is miſerably ain: If it be ſo, 
Spite of my Father, I'Il renounce my Vows, 
Forego, forſwear all Comforts in this Life, 
And fly the World. 
Mach. Wou' d I were out on't ; 
Nothing but Fraud and Cruelties reign here. 
He is not ilain ; but, as his Surgeons bode, 
I fear him much. Oh would you be ſo kind | 
To ſee the Wounds he ſuffers for your ſake, 5; 


1. 


And charm his Pains but with one parting View WF. 
Before your Lord return 1 
Bella. Alas, I dare not 
Mach. He graſp'd me by the Wriſt, and weeping! 


would be a Heav'n, a Lightning in his Gra 8 
Where elſe he muſt for ever lie unpity'd. a 
Now, on my Soul, you muſt, you ought to {1 
Who, ballancing the Scales of doubtful Life, 

Lies in your way; a Glance, one Grain of Favok 
Turns him from Death, Come, come, you mu 


Madam, PU Wait and intercept your Lord. (Nl 


* 
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hella. A Viſit ! juſt upon our Marriage too 

tis the laſt that he ſhall eꝰ er receive: 

herefore I'll go; Nature, Compaſſion, Fate, 

4 Love, far more tyrannical than thoſe, 

rces me on: I feel him here; he throbs, - 

d beats a mournful March. 

Mach. Fear not, => A : 

| guard the Paſſage: k not back, but haſte 
[Exit Bellamiraq 

remember Story well, old Rome | 

as free from all this Weakneſs of the Mind 


women! Oh how ſlightly were they thought of, 


net 


en the great Cato gave his Friend his Wife, 

breed him Heirs, becauſe ſhe was a Teemer ; 

d aſter he was dead, again receiv'd her? 

is was before the Vandals made us Slaves, | 

o, mingling with our Wives, begot a Race, | 
at nothing holds of the old Lion Glory. 3 


Enter Borgia. 


hoſh, more Work; and now I am compòos'd. 

g. Welcome, my beſt of Friends, my Machiavel 8” 
me unlade on thee my Fraught of Joy; | 
Bellamira's mine, her Vows are mine; 
Father gave her, and the holy Man 

link'd our Hands: Fortune perhaps, &er lon 
join our Hearts; however dearly bought, 

„ ſhe's mine. | | 

ach. However dearly bought ! - 

„g. True Machiavel, moſt dearly ; but alas, 
that would reach the Mine, muſt burſt the Quarty- 
labour to the Center=-—ha——thou'rt cold 
from this Lethargy, and tell me why, 

doſt thou ſhake my Joys with that ſtern Look 
k, for to me thy Face is as the Heav'ns, 

when thou ſmil'ſt, I cannot fear a Storm: 

ow thy gather'd Brows prognoſticate 

Feather; Lightning ſparkles from thy Eyes: 


g 


too, tho' Thunder follow, 


G. 3 - Matht + 
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Mach. On what Conditions had the Prince his IB 

Borg. It was agreed betwixt us ſolemnly, 
And bound by Oath, that he who was ſubdu'd 
Should never ſpeak to Bellamira more. 

Mach. I am ſatisfy'd. 

Borg. O Machiavel! is this friendly, 
To hide the Cauſe of thy Diſorder from me ? 
Thou ſaid'ſt, I am daisy d ; but at that moment 
I ſaw two Furies leap from thy red Eyes, 
That faid thou'rt not, thou art not fatisfy'd. 
This Coldneſs of thy Carriage, this dead Stillneſz, 
Makes me more apprehend than all the Noiſe, 
That mad Men raiſe: Speak then, but do not blaluf 
Speak by degrees, let the Truth break away, 
In eblique Sounds; for if it come directly, 
I fall at once, ſplit, ruin'd, daſh'd for ever, 

So little. am I Maſter of my Paſſion. 

Mach. Therefore I dare not tell you. 

Borg. Therefore tis horrid, ah! 
Monſtrous ! *tis ſo; therefore thou dar'ſt not tell mt 
But ſpeak ; tho' trembling thus from Head to Foot 
I will be calm, preſs down the riſing Sighs, 
And ſtifle all the Swellings in my Heart; 

I will be Maſter far as Nature can. 

Mach. If that you knew ſuch Fire was in your Tem 
And thus — burn you up, why would you man 

Borg. Becauſe reſiſtleſs Love, reſiſtleſs Beauty, 
Hurry d me on. But ſpeak, thou ſtav'ſt me off. 
If thou haft Senſe of Honour, tell me, Machicz:, 
Speak, I conjure you, as thou art my Friend. 

Mach. The Fault's not great, and you may pardd 
Yet 'twas a Fault, I think : where did you leave 
Your Bride ? 

Borg. Why doſt thou aſk ? I know not where; 
This way they led her; and as I'm perſuaded, 
Orfino, tho unwilling, judg d it fit 
She ſhould retire again to her Apartment, 
That lier full Griefs might have a time to waſte. 

Mach. She is retir'd, my Lord. 


* 15 . 15 | 
\ Now a eF 
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Ha! whither ?. ſpeak ; | 

Me ret where ſhe — not retire. 

Tis true, moſt plain, moſt undeniable, 

I know it by the Faſhion of thy Wit, 

Thy Accent ſwears it; mouth thy Tale no more, 

But ſay diſtinctly whither ſhe's retir'd ; 

I charge thee, pray thee, and conjure thee, ſpeak, 

For what, with whom, and on what new Occaſion ? 

Mach. You have a Brother. 

Borg. O the perjur'd Fraitor ! 

T have ! what then? 

Mach, She's with him now. 

Borg. With whom? | | 

Math. Why, with the Duke of Gandia; with your: 

r — be Pope. (Brother 
Borg. What, Bellamira with him Ponyards! Daggers! 

Mach. This way, but now, I ſaw ber come in haſte; 

Vhether ſhe gueſs'd the Matter by your Wound, 

know not, but witlr faultring Speech ſhe aſd 

ow far'd Palante, if he were in being? 

Vhereon I nothing mus'd, but in plain Terms, 

ith Moderation, told her what I knew: 

ut had you ſeen the Starts and Stops ſhe made! 

Berg. No doubt ſhe did; ten thouſand Curſes, oh 

50 on; for yet I am a fangleſs Lion. (tion'd, 

Mach. Had you but heard when firſt his Wound I men- 

low ſhe ſhriek'd out; how oft ſhe forc'd me ſwear, 

nd ſwear, and ſwear again, it was not mortal———-- 

Borg. Undone for ever! O Deſtruction ſeize her ! 

Mach. But when I told your hurt, ſhe ſeem'd ſcarce 

nd leſſening Sorrow yielded to Attention; (griev'd, 

do not ſay ſhe flatly did rejoice, 

ut ſure Jam ſhe ſmil'd, and touch'd my Hand, 

nd begg d me, if you came this way, to hold you 

talk, while to the Sick ſhe made a Viſit. 

Berg. Thy Boſom be my Grave; bear me a while, 


I ſhall burſt. O LS Oh ! 
Mach. Raiſe, raiſe your ſelf. Ha, Prince! is this the 


e tear'd but now, that moſt tranſporting Fury? (Fire 
G 4 Beg. 


J 
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Borg. No more; 'tis gone: O Marriage! now Tir 
Thou coſtly Feaſt, on which with fear we feed, (her; 
As if each golden Diſh we taſte were poiſon'd ; 
Where, by the fatal Tyranny of Colm, 
Our Honour, like a Sword juſt pointing o'er vs, 
Hangs by a Hair. Ha! but it comes, *tis faln ! 
Likea fork'd Arrow ſtuck into my Skull. 
No more; I'm deaf as Adders, and as deadly ; 
Mercy! no more! thy Voice is quite uncharm d; 
All Pity thus be dry'd from my weak Eyes: 
Here will I look my Mother's Softneſs off, 
And gaze till Southern Fury ſteels my Soul, 
Till I am all my Father; till his Form, 
All bloody o'er from Head to Foot with Slaughter, 
Skims o'er my poliſh'd Blade, in Frowns to haſte me, 
Mach. What mean you, Sir? | 
Borg. I know not what my ſelf! | 
Off from my Arms; away. I've oft-times heard 
At Princes Murders, monſtrous Births forebode; 
The Heavens themſelves rain Blood: Why, let it rain; 
If my Heart holds her Purpoſe, with this Hand 
I'll ſwell the Purple Deluge; Vengeance! Death and 
Vengeance! [ Exit, 
Mach. No, my brave Warrior ! 'tis not gone to ft 
Theſe Starts are but the haity Harbingers 
Ts the flow Murder that comes dragging on: 
The Mifchieſ's yet but young, an Infant Fury; 
"Tis the firſt Brawl of a 3 Jealouſy. 
But I have Machiavellian Magick here, 
Shall nurſe this Brood of Hell to ſuch Perfection, 
As ſhall e' er long become the Devil's Manhood ; 
But hark, the Noiſe approaches, and the Time 
Puts me mind of Bellanira's Letters [ Exit 


NL 


Euter Borgia, Bellamira and Gandia. 


—Pore. Furies and Hell! yet e'er thou dy'ſt, proud 
Let me demand thee how thou dar'ſt abuſe (Villain, 
My Mercy thus. 
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Gard, I give thee back the Title; 

1 have a Heart ſo well aſſur d of Death, 

Lat I diſdain to anſwer. 

Ber. Die then, Traitor! | | 

FA Hold Borgia, hold! hear Bellamira ſpeale.— 
2. Confuſion ! off; and play not thus with Thunder 
{ it ſhould blaſt thee too: Hence, off, I ſay; 
thou deſerv'ſt a Fate as ſharp and ſudden, - 

ill take Leiſure in thy Death. Be gone. | 
ella. Behold, I graſp the Dagger, draw it throaghz - 
{gaſh my Veins, and tear my Arteries; | 

ix my Hand thus to the wounding Blade, 

While Life will let me hold, and force thee hear me. 
orgs Say'ſt, hal wilt thou? dar'ſt thou brave me 
us guilty too ! once more forego my Ponyard. (thus? 
a. No; draw it, Cruel! let thy bloody Deeds 
ſwifter than thy Threats: I fear thee not; 

thus will wound my ſelf, or quite diſarm thee, 

you ſhall hear me. 

g. Is this poſſible ? + £20 | 

Borgia]! where! where is thy Fury now © 

ere thy Revenge? O Woman in Perfection! 

a dazzling Mixture of ten thouſand Circe ns, 

ne bright heap caſt by ſome huddling God, 

dar'ſt thou venture thus; how dar ſt thou do this? 
heave thy Breaſts, pant, breathe, and think on Mercy; 
la. My Acts have ſhewn the Care indeed I takg-- 
ave my Life: No, Prince, not for my own 

ald be heard, but for your innocent Brother's, - 

2 ä 

We, Ha, Palante ! Yes, I know thee, - (tionz . 
te hangs thy Joy, thy Pulſe, thy Breath, and Mos 
„Lite, and Soul, thy Darling Bleſſng's here,. 
more than all the Joys of Heav'n hefeafte r.. 


old of Horror! O Contagiap an 
Lay waen firſt 1 faw tree. 
la. Would you but hear | 
g. Come off, I fay; tear thy ſearf'd Wound, tear 
theſe diſtilling Drops; come — thy Eyes, (up 
em with Blood; for Borgie's Blood's thy Joy: 

| 8 5 For 
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Fur fay—when at the Altar I ſtood bleeding, 
8 Tygreſs, barbarous Wretch, thou ſhe Palay; 
idſt thou once aſk th'Occafion of my Wound? e 
No remember thy uneaſy Carriage, 
How often thou look'ſt back with longing Eyes; 
How oſt in ſecret thou didſt curſe the Prieſt, 
The tedious length of whoſe ſlow Ceremonies 
Kept thee from flying to Palante's Arms. 
Gand. Farewell, my Lord; think Bellamira guiltley 
And you ſhall never ſee Palante more. (Trouble 
Borg. Stay, Sir; come back, I know your Wound 
But the Reward J mean is worth your waiting. 
Here, take him, Bellamtira; claſp him; 
I give him thee, as our Phyſicians do 
Preſcribe laſt Remedies, to ſave thy Life : 
I give him thee to ſave thy gaſping Soul, 
Which would be damn'd without him; yet obſer 
'There is a Deed that muſt, that ſhall be done, 
Before you laugh and kiſs. See here, my Boſom, 
Strike, and ſtrike deep, deep as Palante burns thee; 
For in thy Heart, hot in thy inmoſt Veins, 
I know the curs'd, the too lov'd Traitor lies. 
Gand. I do renounce the Name, and to the Gin 
Retort it with an _ Indignation. 
Borg. Retort it! What? 
Gand. The Name of Traitor. 
. Ha! | 
Provoke me not, leſt as I am unarm'd, 
I cruſh thee with my Hands, and daſh thee dead. 
Bell. Hold off, and hear me; noble Borgia, hear me, 
Hear me, my Lord, my Huſband, hear me kneeluf 
Thou whom the Heav'ns have deſtin'd to my Arm, 
The conſtant Partner of my niceſt Thoughts, 
Doom'd to my Bed, whom I muſt learn to love, 
And will, unleſs you turn my Heart to Stone. 


" Wy "oy 

PER Oh, uch fweet Woras ne c, rell rf Out fair Mot 
* Before, nor can I truſt em now. 

Bell. If you call back 


'The Vengeance which your impious Vows let flip, 
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I ſwear, thus ſinking on your Feet, I ſwear ,. 

Never from this ſad Hour, never to\ſee, - 

Nor ſpeak, no, nor (if poſſible) to think 

Of poor Palante more. 2. 
Borg. Go on, go on; I ſwear the Wind is turn d 

And all thoſe furious and outrageous Paſſions 

Now bend another way. 

Bell. 1 will hereafter, 

Vith ſtricteſt Duty, ſerve you as my Lord; 

und give you ſigns. of ſuch moſt faithful Love, 

That it ſhall ſeem as if we languiſh'd long, 

ls if we had been us'd to mingle Sighs, 

ind from our Cradles interchang'd our Souls; 

if no Breach had ever been · betwixt us; 

if no cruel Father forc'd the Marriage; 

ſo reſigning as if always your's, 

nd you ſo mild, as if no other proof 

ut my Diſhonour e' er could make you angry: 

Bug. Oh, my Heart's Joy! Riſe, Bellamira, riſes: 

here's nothing left, nothing of Rage tofright thee; 

hou haſt new-tun'd me, and the trembling Strings 

my touch'd Heart dance to the Inſpiration, 

$f no harſhneſs, nor no jars had been: 

d theſe ſweet Sounds but met my Entrance here, 

y ghaſtly Fears and cloven Jealouſies, 

Ith all the Monſters that made ſick my Biain, 

ad fled (fo ſoft and artful are thy Strains) 

e fullen Fiends before the Prophet's Charms. 

hell. ] came, *tis true, my Lord, to ſee Palance, - 

t chought him on his Death-bed. 

borg. Oh, no more! 

o intreat thee mention that no more; 

s well; and we have mutually forgiven, 

re thee, Bellamira; therefore paſs 

s Error by; yes, for thy ſelf Flore thee, 

glut my Fancy with thy.cndleis Charms, 

L ſnatch the Pleaſures of all Woman-kind: 

fair Repentance, and thy graceful Vows, 

e turn d the Bagerneſs of iworn Revenge 

furious Waſhzs for the promis'd Joy. 


? 


: =! 
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| Enter Orſino, ; | 


Gard. O blaſting Sight! O Death to all my Hopes | 
Life, thou art vile, and I will wait no longer. 
Orſin. Ha, Traitor Prince! Why,--Borgia, does heliye, 
Who has himſelf broke all the Ties of Blood? 
Where is the leud Adult'reſs too my Daughter ? 
For I will ſtab em in each other's Arms. 
Borg. Hold, dear Or/ino! for Revenge is now 
No more; thy Daughter. is moſt innocent, 
And melts into my Arms. O happy Night! 
Not to the weary Pilgrim half ſo welcome, 
When after many a weary bleeding Step 
With joyful Looks he ſpies his long'd-for Home. 
See, ſee my Lord, the effects of our Vexation ! 
Thus comes to the deſpairing Wretch, the glad 
Reprieve: Tis Mercy, Mercy at the Block. | 
Thus the toſs'd Seaman, aſter boiſterous Storms, 
Lands on his Country's Breaſt, thus ſtands and gazes, 
And runs it o'er with many a greedy Look; x 
Then ſhouts for Joy, as: I ſhould do, and makes 
The ecchoing Hills and all the Shores reſound. (they, 
Orſin. Now — on thy Heart; more Bleſſings on 
Than on thy Diſobedience, Curſes. Take him, Girl, 
And lay him to thy Heart; the warmeſt Giſt 
That Nature or thy Father can beſto * 
Gand. Farewell, thrice happy Lover! never ſhall 
This Wretch again diſturb you. Belldmira, _ 
Ok, Bellamirg——— _ Ä 
" Bella. rewell, for ever! 
Borg. Why doſt thou weep, and pour into my Wounds 
New Oil to make em blaze? . | 
Bella. I've done, my Lord; 3 
Let me but dry my Eyes, and I will wait you 
To Death, or to your Bed 5 
Borg. O ill compar'd! apts 
Be conſtant, Bellamira, to thy Vows, 
So ſhall we ſhine, as in the inmoſt Heav'n, 


The fixt and brighteſt Stars with filent Glory ; 


Where 
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Fiere never Storm, nor yy ee © Flaſh, nor Stroak -. 
Thunder comes; but if you fail in aught, 

ben ſuell we fall like the caſt Angels down, 

rover to riſe again: Therefore I warn thee=—. 
Bella. Fear not, my Lord. ; 

Borg. Oh, I muſt fear my Temper; - 

ut L will purge it off with Reſolution, 

Ind with a Confidence thou wilt be mine. 

r (houldſt thou not. Hence Gordian Jealouſy? 
am'ſt thou ancall'd to ſet me on the Rack ? 

e gone, I fay, ſhe's chaſte, ænd I defy thee. 

) plague me, Heav'n, plague me with all the Woes 
hat Man can ſuffer; .root up my Poſſeſſions, 

hiowrecls my far-ſought Ballaſt in the Haven; 

re all my Cities, burn my Dukedoms down, 

et Midnight Wolves howl in my deſart Chambers; 
ay the Earth yawn ; ſhatter the Frame of Nature; 

et the rack d Orbs in Whirlwinds round me move, 

ut ave me from the Rage of jealous Love. ¶ Eæeu nt. 


COLON eee eee ABN - 
ACT IV. SCENE I. 


dot Muſick, with an Egitbalamium t 
Borgia and Bellamira. ; 


8 
LUSH. mt redder than the Morningy 
Tho' the Virgins gave you warning z 
Sigh not at the Chance befe { ye, 1 
D they ſmile, and dare net tell ye. 


|} $ 
Maids, like Turtles, love the Cooingy 
ill and murmur in their Mooing. 
Thus like you, they ftart and tremble, 
Aud their troubled Fayi difſemble. 


III. 
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1 
Graſp the Pleaſure while tis coming, 
T your Beauties now are #lcoming ; 
Time at laſt your Foys will ſewer, 
And they'll part, they'll part for ever. 


Enter Machiavel and Adcrna. 


Mach. Say'it thou, ſo loving: 

Adorn. Oh, he has got Ground 
Beyond all expectation: 2 you ſeen 
His graceful Manner, when the ſighing Bride 
Was laſt Night by your Arms given to his Bed; 
When after ſhe was laid quite drown'd in Tears, _ 
How, aw'd with Trembling, he the Curtains drew, 
And. kneeling by her Bed-ſide, took her fair Hand, 
With which ſhe ſtrove to hide her Bluſhes from him, 
And ſighting, ſwore upon't——if ſo ſhe pleas'd, 
If her cold Heart refus'd him utterly, - 
He would forego his Joys, tho' Death enſu'd. 
You muſe, my Lord. 

Mach. 'This Day attend my Motion : 
Soon as my Purpoſe hits, which you muſt watch, 
Fll train the Bridegroom near Palarnte's Lodgings ; 
Whence, as you were before by me inſtructed, 
You with this Letter (which from all the Pacquets 
I choſe, and notably ſuits our Deſign) 
Shall iſſue forth, and act as I infpird—— 

Adorn. I fear this Buſineſs, 
Leſt he ſhould kill me: in this height of Fury, 
Murder Itis Brother; or his innocent Lady. 

Mach. I tell thee, tho' a Whirlwind drove him on, 
Til make him calm. The Conſequence of this 
Es thine : he drives Palante from the Palace, 
Who elſe may linger after Bellamira; 
And then thou know'it | 

Adarn. I will about it ſtreight. 
If I get clear of this, uſe me no more, 
Yor I have, {worn to ceaſeꝛ ꝛꝛꝛç 


Uſe me no more: For ſhe has {worn to ceaſe, 

. [Exit Adorna. 
To dip her Lady Finger in new Miſchief : 
ves thou ſhalt ceaſe to live when I have us'd thee, .. 
Poor uſeleſs thing=—Bet ſee the Bridegroom's here. 


— 


My Lord, I give you Joy; Your Motion gives it, 
Your wondrous Gallantry,. and ſprightly Action. 
But has ſhe wholly yielded to your Wiſhes, 
without the leaſt Reſerve ?. 

Borg. Oh 
cannot tell thee aught but this, I am happy 
Above Expreſſion, bleſt beyond all Hope; 
And ſure ſuch perfect Joy cannot laſt long, 
Leſt we be Gods. O thou great Chymiſt, Nature, 
Who draw'ſt one Spirit ſo ſublimely perfect, 
Thou mak'ſt a Dreg of all the World beſide. 

Mach. Why, this at firſt I told you, but you fear d, 
And puſh'd the Bleſſing from you with both Hands. 
| grant you that ſhe lov'd your Brother firſt; 
[ know he's young, and handſome, has a Wit 
Moſt ſuitahle to Woman's Inclination, 
A ſubtle Genius, ſoft and voluble, | 
That winds with their Diſcourſe, and hits the Vein: 
'Tis true, you are not of this ſubtle Mould ;. ; 
But if you have enjoy'd her, *cis all one, 
My Life.ſhe loves you: So the AQ's reſolv'd, 
Leave them to manage. O ye know 'em not ; 
Thoſe ſubtle Creatures, when Neceſſity 
Torces Compliance, in a caſe like yours, 3 
Will make the beſt on't. (thou? 
Borg. How Machiawel, the beſt on't ! Ha! how mean'ſt 
Mach. Why thus; ſhe may, ev'n Bellamira may, 
bite of her Father's Will, her Vows in Marriage, 
nd all her After-Oaths, even in your Arms 
bellow herſelf upon the Duke of Gandia. 
Borg. Ha i 


Enter Borgia. 


On, 


lacht 


Mach. | 
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Mach. I ſay not (pardon me!) ſhe does, or will; 
But to make good my former Argument, 
Affirm they may, they can, they will do thus. 
As for Example, tho' your Bellamira, 
Compell'd, as all Rome knows, to this late Marriage, 
Admits you to her Bed; you cannot think, | 
But her Palante had been much more welcome. 
Borg. Heav'n! | | 
Mach. Tis likely too her Fancy world that Way 
T urg'd before, ſhe took you for Palante : 
Tis dark, ſhe ſees you not; you are his Brother, 
Form'd in one Womb, of the ſame Fleſh and Blood; 
Therefore ſhe yields as to foreknown Embfaces : 
And as you gently draw with trembling Arms 
Her nicer Beauties to your heaving Breaſts; 
She ſhuts her Eyes with languiſhing Delight, 
And whiſpers to her Heart, it is Palante. 
Borg. Ceaſe, Mathiavel; hold; as thou lov'ſt my Life, 
I charge thee hold: Oh, tis moſt true, I ſwear! 
Thou know'ſt.the very Depth of Woman-kind :* 
They are what thy Imagination paints 'em, 
Charmers and Sorcereſſes. Oh, F1lte!l thee, 
When I the chaſteſt, as IJ thought her then, 
I am ſure the ſweeteſt of the Earth, embrac'd—— 
*T was with Complainings, Machiawvel ; ſuch Tremblirgs, 
I cou'd have ſworn her cold as Winter Streams. 
But oh the Horrors thou haſt conjur'd up! 
Soon as ſoft Sleep had ſeal'd her melting Eyes, 
J heard her ſigh (for till the Morn I wak'd) - 
Pulante ! Oh— what have we done, Palante & 
Mach. By Heav'n, that was too much. 
Borg. O much—much more. 
For ſtealing nearer me; her glowing Arm, 
Caſt o'er my Check, thrice preſt me to her Breaſt 
Ev'n that coy Arm, ſo nicely ſtrange before, - 
Familiar grew; and eircled in my Neck, 
With all the Freedom of acquainted Love: 
And I too pity' d her, and thought that Naturg 
Work'd her imperfectly; but now I know, . ' 


JI find, I fee, it was her Heart's Deſi gn, * 
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he black Contrivance of her blotted Fancy : 

Blood, Blood and Death; thus has ſhe ſet me down, 
hro' the whole Courſe of her polluted Nights, 

o be her Bawd, her moſt induſtrious Groom, 

ge Drudge of her damn'd Luſt—Palazte's Stale— 
Mach. Are you incens'd indeed? Or do you, Sir, 
Put on the jealous Fit to make you Sport ? 

or if ſo ſmall a Spark thus make you glow, . 

little more will — you into Flame: 

Therefore be ſerious in your Anſwer. 

Borg. Ha! 

hou knowſt before my Marriage how I fear'd, 

Wow when my Honour was engag'd by Vows, 

ike Flax my jealous Temper caught the Flame, 3 
Ind ſcarce could all her melting Sorrows quench me 
Mach. I do remember well. | 

Borg. But now I have enjoy'd her, mark me, Machia+ 
fi was Flax before, I'm Powder now, (vel 
Ind will fly up in general Conflagration: 

or I would chuſe to ſcramble at a Door, 

lake my loath'd Meals out of the common Baſket 

th Dungeon Villains, wallow in the Stews, 

nd get my Bread by poiſoning my firm Limbs. 

er pals an Hour with her I have eſpous'd, . 

bat in Thought conſenting with another. 

I ach. Jam glad to find the Genius of your Climate 
lames you thus; my Lord, give me your Hand: 
epare your Soul, gather your nobler Spirits, 

d bid 'em ſtand to Arms, like Towns befieg'd, 

at muſt receive no Quarter. 

Ing. Let me go: 

deep thou threaten'ſt, that I fear ev'n thee; 

d from this Moment, like the fearful Plant, 

nk back my Arms from every human Touch: 

ſpeak, I charge thee, lip the ſtruggling Thunder, 
d foil my Soul. 

Mach. This Morning juſt before he enter'd here, 

in haite Adorna crols the Garden; 

d as ſheran, a Note dropt from her Boſom, 

ich J taok up, and in it read theſe Words: 


Aout 
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Mourn not, my dear Palante, for the time 
- Drarvs on, when ſpitt of this: inhuman Borgia 
We will be happy. 

Borg. Yes, ſhe ſhall, ſhe ſhall; 
TIl join 'em Breaſt to Boſom, ſtab em thro), 
And clinch-my Dagger on the other fide. - 

Mach. This, as 1 oft perus'd in great Amazement, 
I ſaw her who had mils'd.the Note, come back, 
And bricfly let lier know that I had read it; 
With Menaces, unleſs ſhe told me all, 
Immediately-to carry you the Letters. 
Why ſhould I rack you longer? Your chaſte Witz 
Has with the help of this her Kinſwoman, 
Concluded, on the Date of your firſt Abſence, 
T*admit your Brother. 

Borg. "Tis impoflible ! 
*Tis mountainous to Faith; I'll not believe it: 
For Hell it ſelf ne'er teem'd with. ſuch a Palſhcod, 


Enter Adorna. 


Mach. Ha——as I live, juſt from Palante now, 
The private Way from his Apartment, ſee 
Their Emiffary comes. 

Borg. Oh thou vile Bawd! - 
Thou Midnight Hag: Thou moſt contagious Bla, 
Which Bellamira with a Strumpet's Breath 
Blows to Palante, and he back to her: 
Whence com'ſt thou? Speak! What bear'ſt thou? H 
Or I will tear thee Limb from Limb. (produce! 

Adorn. O Heav'ns ! | 
J am betray d, undone, for ever ruin'd ; and I ſhall lu 
my Life. | 3 
Borg. Thou ſhalt be ſafe, I ſwear thou ſhalt, if d 
confeſs the Truth: 
But if thou hide aught from me, I will rack thee, 
Till with thy horrid Groans thou wake the Dead. 
Adorn. O my Lord! 
Ido confeſs that Bellamira ſent me; 
But ſure no harm was in the Letter. 


In 
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Bang. None, 9 
None at all; Hell knows her Innocence; 
But ſpeak | 
Adern. I have, my Lord, confeſs'd already 
All that T know, to my Lord Machiavel. | 
org. Thou ly'fl, damn'd Wretch ! look here and 
dare not urge me; 1 
Show me the Anſwer to the Morning Meſlage, 
Or I will cut thee to Anatomy, 
And ſearch thro' all thy Veins to find it out. 
Atorn. Oh, ſave my Life! behold, my Lord, this 
What it contains, I Know not. ' (Paper; 
Berg: Tis his Hand. 
Mach. Be gone ; and on thy Life no talk of this. 
| [E xit Adorna. 
Borg. reads. Palante waits. upon your Motion. Death 
and Devils! 
Ard when you call, he comes; or the long Sleep 
Shall buſh him ever. 
Daggers! Poiſon! Fire! [Tears the Letter. 
Woe, and ten thouſand Horrors on their Souls ! 
Mach. What now,. my Lord? 
Borg. Off or Il ſtab thee thro? ! 
Stab I could mangle, tear up my own Breaſt, 
Drag forth my Heart, that holds her ble:ding Image, 
And daſh it in her Face. | 
Mach. Talk no more on't ; but do, Sir, do. 
Borg. Yes, Machiavel, I will will do Decds- 
Grain'd as my Wrongs: I will, I will be blcody. 
As Pyrrbus, daub'd in Murder at the Altar; 
As Tullia, driving thro'-her Father's Bowels ; 
As Cz/ar's Butchers in the Capitol; 
As Net, bathing in. his Mother's Womb; 
With all ſucceeding Tyrants down to ours, 
Lords. of the Inquiſition, black Contrivers 
Of Princes Deaths, and Heads of Maſſacres; 
fm, Vitellizzo,, Duke Gravina, 
liveretto too: all, all at once. 
Eren the whole Race, a Hecatomb to Vengeance. - 
Mach. Hear me.one Word, 


Borg. 
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Borg. Bid the Sea liſten, when the N reg 
To gorge its ravenous Jaws, hurls all his Wealth, 
And ſtands himſelf upon the ſplitting Deck, 
For the laſt Plunge. No more! let's ruſh together; 
For Death rides poſt. 
Mach. Tho Death ſhould meet me, 
More horrid than you name, I'd croſs this Fury, 
This blind ungovern'd Rage: Sir, you ſhall hear me, 
Borg. Barr'it thou my Vengeance ? 
Mach. No III further it: | 
You ſhall have Proof ſo plain, the World ſhall ſay, 
The Pope himſelf, dear as he loves your Brother, 
Shall fay the Stroke was juſt. This Night II bring you 
Into her Chamber, if with ſome Pretence 
You ſeem tabſent yourſelf: My Lord, I'Il bring you 
With a falſe Key into the-Bridal Lodging ; 
Where you ſhall ſee, even with thoſe Eyes behold, 
And gaze upon their curſt inceſtuous Loves. 
Bot Jul reeking from my Arms: O thou Adult'reſs! 
8 ame to mention, ſure would rot my Lungs, 
And bliſter up my Tongue; Infatiate Sila 
Bark'ft thou ber more ?- then let the Furies ſeize thee, 
Whoſe burning Luſt damns to the loweſt Hell, 
Smoaks to the Heav*ns, and ſullies all the Stars. 
Mach. Compoſe your Looks, ſmooth down that ſtart- 
ing Hair, 
And dry your Eyes, which ſpite of this Diſtraction 
I fee are full, brim full of guſhing Tears. 

Borg. Had ſhe not fallen thus, Oh ten thouſand Wor!ds 
Could not have ballanc'd her, for Heav'n is in her; 
And Joys which I muſt never dream of more. 

] weep, *tis true: But, Machiavel, I ſwear, 
| They're Tears of Vengeance, Drops of liquid Fire. 
80 Marble weeps when Flames ſurround the Quarry, 
And the pil'd Oaks ſpout forth ſuch ſcalding Bubbles 
Before the general Blaze: for that ſhe dies, 
'Cho' clinging to the Altar; Guardian Gods, 
Tho' ſtarting from their Shrines, ſhall not redeem betr. 
Mach. Pfetend to-night, nor is it bare Pretence; 
For, as 1 hear, the Siz/za//ian Victors f 

| : ome 
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come on to wait you here Mretend to her, 

To Bellamira, you can ſcarce return 

In forty Hours. 

Borg. I will do what I may. 

Mach. Away then. 

Borg. Ha! Methinks thou doſt not ſhare 
11 my Reſentment, Machiawel, as thou ought'ſt: 
If tkou'rt my Friend, and art indeed concern'd, 
Relieve my weary'd Fury, beat my Vengeance, 
Call up a friendly Rage, and curſe em, Machiavel, 
Curie theſe Triumphers o'er thy Borgia's Ruin. 

Mach. Diſcaſes wait em: Whereſore ſhall I curſe . 
f that my Breath were ſalph'rousas the Lightning, (em? 
That murders with a Bait ; or like the Vapours, 

The choaking Stench, which thoſe that die of Plagues 

Send with their parting Groans, then I-would curſe em 

With Accents that ſhould poiſon from my 'Tongue, 

Deliver'd ſtrongly thro' my. gnaſhing Teeth : 

More harſh, more horrible, and more outrageous, 

Than Envy in her Cave, or Madmen in their Dens. 
Borg. Excellent Machia vel! more, more, to lull me. 
Mach. My Tongue ſhall ſtammer in my earneſt Words; 

My Eyes ſhall ſparkle like the beaten Flint. 

Borg. This hoary Hair ſhould ſtart, and ſtand an end, 
And all thy ſhaking Joints ſhould ſeem to curſe *em. 

Mach. Nay, fince you urge me, Sir, my Heart will 
Unleſs I curſe em! Poifon be their Drink. (break, 

Borg. Gall, Gall, and Wormwood, Hemlock! Hem- 

lock quench em. 

Mach. Their ſweeteſt Shade, a Dale of duſkiſh Add ers. 

Borg. Their faireſt Proſpect, Fields of Bafiliſks : 
Their ſofteſt Touch, as ſmartas Vipers Teeth. 

Mach. Their Muſick horrid as the Hiſs of Dragons: 
All the foul Terrorsof dark-ſeated Hell. 

Borg. No more; thou art one Piece with me myſelf: 
And now I take a Pride in my Revenge. 

Mach. You bid me ban, and will you bid rhe ceaſe? 
Now, by your Wrongs that turn my Heart to Steel, 
Well could I curſe away a Winter's Night, 
Tho' ſtanding naked on a Mountain's Top, * 

n 
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And think it but a Minute Went in Sport. 
- Borg. Thou beſt of Friends! come to my Arms my 
Brother; 
But the time calls, and Vengeance bids us part; 
Henceforth, be thou the Miſtreſs of my Heart. [Fx;, 
Mach. Now it grows ripe the O/ſire, and /;telli, 
Are bury'd by my Wit, without a Noiſe. 
On, tis the ſafer Courſe, for Threats are dang”rous, 
But there's no Danger in the Execution; 
For he that's dead, ne'er thinks upon Revenge. 
What, hoa—— Alonzo ! 


Enter Alonzo. 


Alonz. Here, my Lord. 

Mach. Are the Gloves brought I ſent to the Perfumer's 

Alons. They are. 

Mach, Where is Adorna? 

Alonx. She waits without. 

Mach. As you ſee her enter, | 
Bring me the Gloves : *T'were eaſy ſtrangling her, 
But this is quainter.— O my bright Adorna / 


Enter Adorna, 


With Confidence I ſwear the Duke is thine, 
Acorn. May I believe it? 
Mach. Be judge thyſelf, whether I have been idle, 
heſe were a Preſent from the King of Spain 
Io the Pope's Niece; of whom the fond young Duke 
Begg'd 'em for thee. 
Aaorn. Ist poſſible? 
Mach. Stay, Madam we muſt change 
One Preſent for another. Lend me the Key 
To Bellamira's Chamber. 
Adorn. For what? 
Mach. Nay, if we barter Words. 
Adorn. Here, here, my Lord. 
Now give me the dear Preſent. 


See, ice, my Lord, they are eniboſs'd with Jewels, 


Ari 
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1 caſt ſo rich an Odour, they o'ercome me 
lp me — my Lord -O help me—lend your Arm 
de Earth turns round with me! O Mercy, Heaven 

| { Dies. 


Mach. Remove the Body —— 

kn haſte and find the Duke of Gandia out, 
er he removes, as he intends to-night ; 

aving Commiſſion from the Pope to lead 

I ltalian Armies; earneſtly entreat him 

o honour me by making one laſt Viſit, 

ſhich equally imports him as his Lite. 


Enter Borgia and Bellamira, 


Berg. Upon the inſtant, Faireſt, I muſt leave you. 
he Lord of Firmo, with the Duke your Uncle, 

ave taken Sinigallia by ſurprize: . ' 

hat elſe, but meeting thy victorious Kinſmen, 

old draw me from thy Arms? yet thus divided 

t for a Day or two, methinks I part, 

Souls are ſever'd from their warmer Manſions, 

o wander in the bleak and deſart Air. 

Bellamira ! 

Bell. Why do you ſigh, my Lord? 

tis your Pleaſure, let me wait you here; 

if my Preſence can diſpel theſe Clouds 

hat make you fad, I will attend you thither ; 

vr while Life laſts, I will be all Obedience. 

Borg. Could'ſt thou hold there, how might we laugh 

d kindled both by Love, and by Ambition, (at Fate? 

ow would I ſweep, like Tempeſts, with. a waſte 

er all Italy, and crown thee Emprets 

ere in the Heart of Rome——my bright Auguſta. 

ut 'tis impofnble. 

bell. Then you conclude, my Lord, I am not true. 
Berg. Why, art thou? Is there ſuch a thing in Nature 
za true Wife? No, Bellamira, NO— 

ou wouldſt be monſtrous then, ev'n to Deriſion : 

or the whole Flock of common Wives would hoot thee, 


And 
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And drive thee, like a Bird without one Feather - 
Of thy own kind. ; 
Bell. Once more upon my Knees, 
In view cf all the Hierarchy of Heav'n, 
I here atteſt my ſpotleſs Innocence. 4 
Borg. Still, Macbhiæ wel, ſtill let us keep to Death; 
Our Principle, that we are Duſt when dead: 
For, were there any Hell, or any Devil 
But hot enough to make an Exhalation, 
Would he not fetch her now? Would he not damn her! 
I do believe thee guiltleſs: Therefore riſe ; 
But ſince thou art {> confidently clear, 
Swear Bellamira, if I prove thee falle, 
W hate'er I threat, nay, tho' I put in act 
Thoſe Menaces, thou wilt not call me Tyrant. 
Bell. I ſwear by Heav'n I will ſubmit my Life 
Jo the ſevereſt ſtroke of your Revenge. 
Borg. If then I prove thee falſe, O Bellanira! 
Not that Celeſtial Copy, ev'n thy Face, 
Shall *ſcape ; but I will raze the Draught, as if 
It ne'er had been the Pattern of the Gods. 

Bell. Act what you pleaſe; but ſpeak no more, n 
For every Word's a Blot, and ſtrikes me dead. (Lon 
Borg If thou art falſe, and if I prove thee ſo, 
That Skin of thine, that matchleſs Web of Feav'n, 

Which ſome more curious Angel caſt about thee, 
Will I tear off, tho? cleaving to the Shrine. 
Bell. Speak to. him, Machiavel ! O fatal Marriage 
Borg. If thou doſt play me falſe, think not of Mei 
Thy Father ſhall be. burnt before thy Eyes. 
Bell. O horrid Thought! 
Borg. Thy Uncles, Brothers, Siſters, 
All that have any reliſh of thy Blood, 
I'll rack to Death, and throw their Limbs before tht 
Therefore look to't ; beware, if thou art falſe, 
I'll take thee unprepar'd, and fink thy Soul: 
Therefore, I ſay again, beware! I've warn'd thee; 
Body and Soul, ' ev'n everlaſting Ruin; 
For ſo may Heav*n have Mercy upon mine | 
At my laſt Gaſp, as I'll have none on thine * 
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Bell. Oh 'tis too plain! Iam loſt, undone for ever. 

hat but one Night, ev*n the firſt Nuptial Night, 

o ſought, ſo courted, and fo hardly won; 

Ind the next Day, nay, thefucceeding Morn 

o be us'd thus Let me go, let me go, 

or TIl proclaim him thro the Streets of Rewe 

he Traitor, Monſter— Oh, I could ſhake World 
ich thundering forth my Wrongs3 hollow his Name 
o the reſounding Hills! Borgi/a! Traitor Borgia. 
ethinks that Word, that Spell, that horrid Sound, 
ht Groan of Air could cleave the neighbouringRocks, 
nd ſcare the babbling Echoes from their Dens. | 
Mach. Perhaps ſome buſy Slave has whiſper'd him 

ow not what, that chafes his Melancholy 

painſt your Honour. 

Bll. That's impoſlible ! 

ad I deny'd to admit him to my Bed, 

me ſeeming Cauſe, ſome Reaſon for Diſtruſt 

ight then be given; but the bright Heay'ns know 

jad reſolv'd to take him for my Lord, : 

d love him too, or force my Inclination, 

ſubtly had he wrought by deep diſſembling 

on my plain and undiſcerning Weakneſs: 

tnow he's gorg d, the Monſter ſhews himſelf, 

pears all Beaft,, and I muſt die, he cries, 

| Cruelty ! and all my wretched Race. 

Mach. Madam, you know how near a Friendſhip grows 

wixt the Duke of Gandia and my ſelſ: 

erthis Night you'll never ſee him more : 

, cer he goes, as he to-night is order'd, 

will unfold, if you permit him leave, 

e only means to ſave your Father's Life ; 

and the Lives of all your Family. 

ell. Oh Machiavel! now where is thy Advice? 
not reaſon for my dreadful Fears? 

Father dies; and by whoſe Hand but Borgia's ? 

at ſhall I do ? where ſhall I go? and whither ſhall [ 

nthouſand Horrors! O inſtruct me, Machiavel, (un? 
| grow deſperate. | 

25. Ade Duke of Gandia, 

Vor. II. H Tun 


ly 


we 
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This Night, for one laſt Conference: Vour Huſband 
Cannot return, unleſs he ride the Wind, | 
In forty Hour 

Bell. Here I am loſt a | 
Should he return, and find Palante with me, 
Whom I have ſworn never to fee, diſcourſe, 
Never to hear of, ſcarce to think of more, 
What Mountains then ſhould hide me from his Fury? 
Vet if I fee him not, my poor old Father, 
With all his Children, Brothers, and Relations, 
Top, Root and Branches, all muſt be cut down. 
Hear, Heav'n, hear! I muſt kneelto thee for Succour; 
O aid my Virtue, and ſupport my Weakneſs : 
Methinks I am inſpir'd ; ſome Guardian Spirit 
Whiſpers me, Save, O fave thy Father's Life! 
Bring him then, Machiave!, bring the Duke of Ganda 
Yet ſtay, methinks I ſee the Tyrant there! 

My bloody Huſband, with his Ponyard drawn, 
— at the Door: Stop, ſtop the Duke of Gandia: 
e ſnall not come: Why, then thy Father dies; 

O horrid State! weep Eyes, and bleed, O Heart! 

Let Nature burſt with theſe unheard-of Suff rings 

Forbid him, Machiawel, or let him come; 

All have their Fate, and I'll expect my Doom 
. [ Exeunt ſcuera 


8 8 
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ACT v. SCENE I. 


Enter Machiavel, and Alonzo, 


W. Lord, I have been diligent, 
* Mach. And always wert my ſub- 

\ - tle Emiſſary; 
/4 1} My Glance of Death, and Lanthorn 
- 8 2 — | to my Miſchiefs. 

1z. I met the Duke of Gandia at the Head 

his new Forces, and acquainted him | 

you directed; and he'll ſtrait attend you: 

t as | whiſper'd him, Duke Valentine 

th a vaſt Frain came up to take his leave, 

ng call'd (as Fame reports) to 1 | 

had you ſeen the Em Ces, hear the Vows 

ich Borgia (wore ſhould be inviolable, 

d ratify'd*em with a parting Kiſs. | 

lach. Tis my own Borgia;. a very Limb of me; 

when he dies, thou'lt ſee me halt, A4/nzo. 


Enter Gandia. 


ia: 


Lord, moſt welcome! Along hence —0O Prince! 
Len [Exit Alonzo, 

ever $lave ſo careful fon his Lord, | 

at watch'd his Nod, as I have been for you ? 

ard, I muſt with ſhame to Death acknowledge it. 

didſt thou know, or could#.thou gueſs how ucar 

loſs of Bellamira touches me, 

du wouldit forgive me. 

lach. I have excus'd you, Sir: | 

| fora Witneſs of my faſter Friendſhip, 

Night have ſent the Duke to Sinigallia, 

t you might take * lat farewell of Love, 

H 2 


\C 


And 


Than her own Will; I was forc'd to tell her, 


vo Ole 
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And Bellamira. 
Gand. And has the cruel Fair conſented to it? 
Mach. She has conſented, rather by Conſtraint, 


How you had fſignify'd to me, her Father 
Was in great hazard; but if ſhe vouchſaf'd 
A Viſit, you would ſatisfy her better. 


Enter Alonzo. 


Gand. Ha! what's this? A ſudden Fall of Spirit 
Alonx. My Lord, he's in's Litter muffled up, 
In a dark Avenue behind the Palace; 
And bid me fly to tell you Targuin's Poppies 
Are bound up altogether in one Sheaf. (The ti 
Mach. Haſte thee, and make my Anſwer thus 
Calls for their Heads. This Key, my Lord, admits you 
Gand. Tis now no time for Thanks; but if I live 
Ex 
Mach. Why, this is true [talian! turning 
A Key with Machiavellian ſlight of Hand, 
Two Families of the beſt Southern Blood, 
With the firſt Prince in Rome, are quite extinct: 
What foggy Northern Brain would dream of this? 


Enter Borgia muffled in a Cloak. 


Borg. My Machiavel! 

Mach. My Prince, my godlike Borgia 

Borg. Tell me, my Boſom-Sin, am I awake, 
Alive? and may I credit this thy Summons ? 

Mach.No ſooner were you gone, but your chaſte 
WhomT imagin'd dead with what you utrer'd; 
I fay, this Wife, this heav'nly Wite of yours, 
Rearing her Head, and _— her dry Eyes, 
Dropping her Chin, to make her Smile more cor 
Cry'd out, Lord Machiawvel, you ſee, you ſee, 
What things theſe Huſbands are, and left the Rod 

Borg. Racks, Racks, and Fire! Caldronsof m 
How ſhall I torture her ? | ( 


* 


4 
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lach. Streight, by her walking Pacquet, 
* fionify'd Pleaſure to the — 
Who ſoon approach'd, and with a matchleſs Boldneſs 
Deſi'd my Friendſhip in this private Buſineſs: 
Iſmibd, and promis'd that I would not ſee, 
Tho” F beheld Adorna let him in, 

hom ſince I poiſon'd, leſt ſhe ſhould betray 

'he Secret of your coming. | 

Jorg. By Death and Vengeance 

could turn Cannibal, and with my Teeth 

[ear her alive. But let us talk no more. 


Enter D. Michael. 


Phat hoa, Don Michael! when I ſtamp my Foot 
aint the Ground, bring forth the Priloners,'. 
id execute as J thall order. [Ex. Michael. 
Mach. Paſs the back Way, my Lord; this Door is 
that be ſhut-too, force it open, while (lock'd ; 
el a Guard on this: Milhons to one, 
t when ſhe hears your Voice, ſhe'il hide the Duke, 
d then deny him boldly to your Face: 
Is like thoſe ſubtle Creatures. 
bg. Damn 'em, Serpents ! | 
tat needs this Aggravation? Revenge! away ——— 
Exit. 

Nach, Now like a Grey-hound barking in live, 
ath ſtruggles for a looſe; J muſt be gone, 
dlurk in ſhadows till the Murder's done. 

k 'tis doing, the Doors are thunder'd down! 
I; for an Earthquake now to ſwallow all, 

that oppoſe my Tyrant, to the Center [ Exit. 


\ 


ENE draws. Borgia, Bell:mira, Dale of Gan 
{cor dia di/arm'd: D. Michael, &c. 


Rod. Slave, run you down, and bar the Palace-Gates, 
f Wt Soldier tir on pore of Death, 
1 


(LF! appoint... What's he 7 have diſarm'd ? 
eng him forth, and put the Tapers near him: 
| H 3 Lig htning 
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Lightning and Thunder! Ha! the Duke of Gard! 
Rage burn me up! It is not poſſible : 
Woman, O Woman! 

Bell. O Heav'ns! O all ye Powers! 
Is there not one, one Door for Mercy left? 

Borg. Pull off his Robes, and bind him to a Chair 
Ply him with Fire and Wounds=— Yes, Bellamira, 
There is a Flood-gate—but it is of Blocd ; 

A Gate for Mercy wide, as thou haſt ſhown 
For Honour, Chaſtity, and bridal Virtue. 
See here the Sluice I draw, thro' Doors of Wounds; 
Thy Vows, this ſulphurous Stench, thy Kiſſes. 
Bell. Hold, hold, Tormentors! 
Borg. Seize the Fury's Arms, 
And execute my Orders. 

Gand. O unmerciful ! a 
O Borgia: When, when ſhall my Torments end? 

Bell. Ha! is it doing! Wretches, Villains, Dog 
Miſcreants, Sons of Heil, and Broods of Darkne(' 

Gand. Humanity can bear no more. My Hears, fink 

Bell. Tis done; O the dark Deed is done | [the 
O ict me gather all the Rage of Woman, 
And tell this Tyrant to his teeth, he is a Villain, 

Gand. Mercy, gentle Borgia, Mercy! Men 
Ball. He gentle! then the Devils themſelves u 

O Montter, rocky Villain, Tyger, Hell-hound, 
Seize him you Fiends, and Furies damn him, damn! 
May Hell have infinite Stories, and this Devil 
Be damn'd beneath the-bottomleſs Foundation. 

Borg. By Heav'n ſhe weeps : Here, dip her Hand 
Dip it in his Blocd, and bid her dry her Eyes. (d 

Bell O thou eternal Mover of the Heav'ns, 
Where are thy Bolts? | 
Gand. I go, O Bellamiral '' + 
Thinkſt thou, alas, that we ſhall know each other 
In the bright World? I fear we ſhall not——Oh' 
Borgia farewel: Thy Bride is innocent: 
Let Bellamira live, and I forgive thee——— [. 

Bell. He's gone; to Heav'n he's gone, as {ure a 
Shalt fink to Hell, thou Tyrant, double damn's . 
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Nay, thou wouldſt have me rage, and I will rage, 
And weep, and rage, and ſhow thee to the World, 
Thou Prieſt, Archbiſhop, Cardinal, and Duke, 
hou that haſt run thro” all religious Orders, 
And with a Form of Virtue cloak'd thy Horrors! 
Thou proper Son of that old curſed Serpent, 
Who daubs the holy Chair with Blood and Murders. 
But ſure the Everlaſting has a Chain | 
o bind your Charms, and link you both together: 
Hell's Vicar, and his firſt begotten Devil, 
Hotter than Lucifer in all his Flames. 


Enter Alonzo. 


Bug, What, hoa, Alonzo! ſtrangle the Priſoners, 

Dy; Vitellizzo: Haſte, I ſay, 

Vithout reply —— 

Bell. O ſpare him! ſpare my Father! 

1d I'll unſay, forſwear all I have ſaid: 

h, I have Ray's the Woman now indeed, 

| lying, fooliſh, vext, outrageons Woman! 

Lo ſet your Wrath againſt the Innocent: 

There was a ſeeming Cauſe for the Duke's Death 

Ind mine; But, oh! what has OH done? 

Dy loves you: Oh that good old Man! 

our Father For ſo a thouſand times 

ve heard you call him, ſeen you kiſs, embrace him! 
herefore he muſt not, cannot die ! 

Borg. Alonzo! | 

Aunx. My Lord! | 

Borg. Slave, I'Il ſtrangle thee Strikes him. 

th my own Hands, if thou delay'ſt my Vengeance: 

ay, Villain, what, not dead ? 

Almz. My Lord, they are: 

Ind if I live you ſhall t this Blow [ Afide.. 
Borg, Go, draw the Curtain, glut her Eyes with 

Ind ſtrangle her: My Veins are all on fire, (Death, 

nd I could wade up to the Eyes in Blood, 

may, draw the Curtain. 


H 4 Orſin, 


2 
- 
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Orfin. Vitellez. D. Gravina, Oliveretto, appear d;juiſ4 


Bell. Gorgon, Meduſa, Horror ! 
Yet TI will ſhoot thro' Daggers, ruſh thro' Flames 


To claſp him in my Arms. O wretched Paul, 
O noble On, what, quite cold? Pale, dead? 


And you, dear Images, will you not give 
One Gaſp of Breath, one Groan, one laſt Farewel! 


Horror! Confuſion! and eternal Shame 

Light on thee for-this Deed: I tell thee,. Borgia, 

ſee thee on thy Death-Bed, all on fire, 

As if ſome helliſh Poiſon had inflam'd thee; 

J ſee thee thrown ten Fatham in a Well, 

Yet ſtill come up, like Etna's belching Flames, 

Borg. IT hope thou wilt go, mad and propheſy 

Bell, Yes Tyrant, thus, thus to thy Face I brave they 

And tell thee in deſpite of Threats, e'er long 

Thou and thy holy Father ſhall be ſeiz d 

And carry'd to the everlaſting Jail; 

From whence not all your Saniſb Cardinals, 

Your Bailiffs in red Eiveries, ſhall redeem you 
Borg. Die in thy Prophecy: Alonzo, end her 
Bell. Thus, on my Knees then——and for Terror tt 

Hear my laſt Prayer, and mark my dying Words. (ch 

If I in Thought, in Word, in private Act 

Have yielded up this Body to the Arms 

Of aught that's mortal, but inhuman Borgia 

O thou impartial and moſt awful Judge 

Shut, ſhut thy Gates of Bliſs againſt my Soul; 

Bat if my tertur'd Virtue merics Glory, 

Pardon my Frailties, ſee with what Joy 

I leave this Life, and bring me to perfection. 

| 0 he is ſtramli 
. What, at her Death! ſhe that believ'd a Heal 

And fear'd a Hell, yet to depart a Lyar ; 

But how know I that ſhe believ'd a Heav'n? 

Or why, with hopes that in the Pangs of Death. 

J would reprieve her, might ſhe not — 

Her Whoredom to the lait ? but that's unnatural ! 4 
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bat wouldſt thou then? I will no more of this 
It clouds my Brain; hence, Alonzo bear 
he Duke of Gandia's Body to the Tiber 
1 ſome cloſe Chair, tie at his Neck a Weight, 
and plunge him to the Bottom. 

Abux. My Lord, *tis done. 
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[Ex. Executioners with the Body. 


Borg. I ſwear I have been cruel to my ſelf, 
or that I lov'd her, is as true, as ſhe 


Enter Machiavel. 


like not that 

Borg. Her Lips are lovely ſtill; 

and their Odours too! haſte Machiavel, 
ſh to my Aid; I grow in love with Death. 


ill recover her again! 
lach. Again to plague? 
d meet again another Duke of Gandia ? 


tell me, come: I will no more of her. 
ſhall the, Bodies be diſpos'd ? I ſent. . 
Brother to the Tiber. | 
ach. That's a trouble; t 

ind an.eafier way for theſe, and her 


em all together in qutek Lime; 
dme few hours the Fleſh will be conſum'd; 


rled 
born the Bones, and all is.Duſt and Aſhes. 


* 


bave't embalm d to lait a thouſand Vears. 
achiavel! I ſwear, I know not why, 
mth a World of Horror on my Soul, 


N Nc 


; paſt the Senſe on't; ſhe is cold already. 


e ſhall not die ! run Slaves! fetch hither Spirits, 


oy Death on that Thought; no, let her die and rot, 
ie damn'd Adult'reſs! 2 the Thoughts of her. 
I 


it ſleeps within my Cloſet. Go, Don Micahel,” 


With 


Mach. Ha! this is ſtately Miſchief ! what, my four Foes 
f Florence! but they are dumb. Ha! gazing there, 


he Buds, tho gather'd, keep their Damaſk Colour 33 


. 
; 
[ 


[ Draw here the Curtains on . 


LITE 


. I ſwear this Body ſhall not be conſum'd; 
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With Tremblin gs here, Convulſions of the Heart ; 
As if I heard ſome God thus whiſper to me, 

Thou oughtit to grieve for Bellamira's Death. 
Mach. My Lord a very fond and fooliſh Fancy. 
Berg. I ſay, my Lord, your Policy is out: 

Furies and Hell ! how ſhould you judge of Love, 

That never lov'd? Thou haft no taſte of Love, 

No ſenſe, no reliſh——Why did I truſt thee then? 

Had any Softneſs dwelt in that lean Boſom, 

My Bellamira now had been alive: 

Tho' I had cauſe to kill her, thou hadſt none 

To ſet me on, but Honour, jealous Honour! 

Oh the laſt Night! I tell thee, Politician, 

When I run o'er the vaſt Delight, I curſe thee, 

And curſe my felf! nay, wiſh I had been found 

Dead in her Arms; but take her, bear her hence! 

And if thou lov'ſt me, drive her from my Memory, 

[ They remove le 

Tell me my Brother's Murder is diſcover'd ; 

That the four Ghoſts are up again in Arms: 

Say any thing to make me mad, and loſe 

This Melancholy, which will elſe deftroy me. 
Mach. I hear the Pope has ſent to Sinigallia 

Taꝗ call you back. | 

Borg. By Heav'n, I had forgot, 

And thou moſt opportunely haſt remembred : 

You know twelve Cardinals were then created, 
That ſolemn Morn when I receiv'd the Roſe; 
And I will tell thee, half thoſe Fools &er morrow, 
That bought ſo high, ſhall veil their Caps, for ever. 

Mach. He mends apace ; tis but another ſhrug, 
And then this Love, this Ague Fit is loſt. 

Borg. I ſwear I'll to the Wars, and ne'er rctu 
To Rome, till I have brav'd this haughty Frenchna 
That menac'd ſo of late. 

Mach. Why this is Borgia. 3 
Come, come, you muſt not droop: look up, my l 

' Methinks I fee you crown'd Reme's Emperor. 

No doubt, Sir, but among your glorious Plunder, 

You'll find ſome MWoman ; 
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Borg. Ha! no more, I charge thee. 
| ſwear I was at eaſe and had forgot her; 
Why didſt thou wake me then, to turn me wild, 
And rouze the ſlumb'ring Orders of my Soul? 
To my charm'd Ears no more of Woman tell ;. 
Name not a Woman, and 1 ſhall be well. 

00 natick makes his Moan, 
And for a time beguiles the Lookers on, 
He reaſons well, bis Eyes their Wildneſs loſe, 
And vows the Keepers his wrong'd Senſe abuſe: 
Bat if you hit the Cauſe that hurts his Brain, 
Then his Teeth gnaſh, he foams, he ſhakes his Chain, 


His Eye-balls roll, and he is mad again. [Exeunt. Y 


Erter one Executioner with a dark Lanthorn, fall d 
by another at @ diſtance; they part often,. look up and 
druwn, and hem to the reſt. | 


1 Exec. The Coaſt is clear, and all the Guards are 

2 Exec. Hark, hark; what Noiſe is that? (gone. 

1 Exec. The Clock ſtruck three. 

2 Exec. See the Moon ſhines ; haſte, and call our 
Hem to 'em; that's the Sign. | (Fellows.. 

1 Exec. They come, they come. | 


Enter four E xecutioners more; Two carry the Body of the 
Duke of Gandia in a Chair: the athert fallow. an 


fſeout behind. 


1 Exec. So —iet him down, and let em bear their 
For I am w | (part; 
4 Exec. And ſo am I: I fweat, but tis with Fear. 

1 Exec: Make no more Words ont; take him from 
the Chair. | 
2 Exec. A ghaſtly Sight. The Weight about his Neck 
Has bent him almoſt double: I'll not touch him a 
3 Exec. Cowardly Villain Come, my Princely 
The Fiſhes want their Brealæ- faſt. (Maſter, 
4 Exec. Join all together, 
And hurl him o'er this Wall into the Tiber. 
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2 Exec. Fly, fiy——lT hear a Noiſe : The Guargz, 

the Guards. 

3 Exec. He lyes, he lyes; the Coinage cf his Fears; 
Once more;. I ſay, join all your Hands together. 
Remember the Reward, rwo thouſand-Crowns 
A Man: But for that Milk-ſop, Fſuſpe& him; 
Therefore let's watch our time; decoy him on; 

And when this Buſineſs 1s a little o'er, 
Strangle him in ſome Corner, left he prate - 
Of What is done. Now, now's the time, away 


[They join all together 3 take him by the Legs and Arm, 
and hurl him over the Wall into the Tiber: A Nai 
is heard, as of a Body falling into the Mater 
They look about once more, then ſtart, take up tit 
Chair, and runaut———Scene ſputs. ]' 


SCENE IL. 
Huter Borgia and Machiavel. . 


Mach. Tho' Orfize, the Vitelli, and Colonni 

Are: haſt'd; the Spaniard, and the French, no dockt 
Would buy your Friendſhip at the deareſt rate. 

Nay mor | I yield you Lord of Taſcuxy, 

And Maſter of ſuch Forces as might march 

Againft the-haughtieſt Power of Chriſtendom, 

Yet Prince, forgive me, if I am too free, 

Do you remember whence this Glory comes, 

And how. this golden Fortune is deriv'd ? 
The Pope from that rich Source theſe Currents roll; 
And when another Pope ſucceeds, who knows 
But he may ſtrip you bate of-all thoſe Honours 
Which this has given, andturn you to the World ? 


Borg. No, Machiavel, J am prepar'd for. Fate, K 
Tho' Alexander ſhould. expire to- night. bt 
Eirſt, who is left of all the. Families z 

. F haye defac'd, if a new Pope were. made, 
- Tofſay I wrong'd 'em; none that I remember: 

*'T.s.not my way to lop; for then the Tree. | 
| aj 


; 
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[ay ſprout again 3 but root him, and he lies 

ever to bluſter more. But I will tell thee, 
duite to unhinge that Hold, no Pope ſhall &er 
> 6x'd in Rome, while Borgia is alive, 

ot by this Hand. The Ge are all mine 

or ever, gain'd by Preſents and Prefermenis: 

he Spani/h Cardinals are mine devoted, 

ith all that are conſpicuous in the College. 

'hat then can Fortune do? I laugh at her; 

urn all thoſe Shrmes and Altars, which weak Wretches, 
eroes and Fools, devoutly raiſe to gain her. | 
Mach. Vet hear me, Borgia, hear, the oddeſt Story 
dat ever Melancholy told the World: | 
his Morning, being early in the Vatican, 
r in the Library at the upper end, 
ethoaght I ſaw two ſtately Human Forms, 

ing at diſtance, wrapt in Linen Shrouds, 
pproaching nearer. with a ſtedfaſt Gaze, 
now I look upon the Prince I honour, 
ww the Figure of the Pope your Father 
etch d on the Floor, pale, ghaſtly, cold and dead; 
d by his ſide, with Horror upon Horror, 
double Tremblings, ſaw, my Lord, your ſelf, 
very Cæſar, like a new-laid Ghoſt, 
In, black, and bloated, while your inclos'd Eyes, 
blood-ſhot, fix'd on mine their dreadful Beams. 
by. Fumes, Fumes, my Machiawel, the Effects of 
Phlegm 3 * | 

5 Humours, Fumes, which from thy thicker Blood 
am up like Vapours from a foggy Pool. 

lach. J am apt to think it but a leap of Pancy, 
ang of the Mind, which, quite tired out 
i Thoughts eternal Toil, ſtrikes from the Road: 
as you prize your Life, let me conjure you, 
te 4ſcanio, his long red Coat 
#a moſt mortal and inveterate Foe. | 
7. I know him, Machiavel, and ſooth him on, 
e would me. But Borgia does aſſure thee, , 

be, that ſcarlet, poiſonaus Luxury, 
i bis adherent Brothers, ſhall this Night, 


Even. 
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Even in the midſt of Kiſſes, Oaths, Embraces, 
Burſt in the Vatican, and ſhed their Venom. 
Mach. Vour Father is a Maſter of his Breaſt, 
The occaſion gives new Life, freſh Vigour to hin; 
Even at the very Verge of bottomleſs Death, 
He ftands and {miles as careleſs and undaunted, 
As wanton Swimmers on a River's Brink 
Laugh at-the rapid Stream. 
Borg. Therefore, my Friend, 
Let us deſpiſe this Torrent of the World, 
Fortune, 1 mean, and dam her up with Fences, 
Banks, Bulwarks, all the Fortreſſes, which Vir 
Reſolv'd and mann'd like ours, can raiſe againſt her 
That if ſhe does o'erflow, ſhe may at leaſt 
Bring but half Ruin to our-great Deſigns: 
That being at laſt aſham'd of her own Weaknef;, 
Like a low-bated Flood, ſhe may retire 
To her own Bounds, and we with Pride o'erlook| 


Enter Don Michael and the Butler. 


D. Mich. My Lord, your .Servant waits as you 

Borg. Are my Proviſions come ? (poin 
Butl. They are, my Lord. | 

Borg. Do you remember what I gave in charge 
Butl. That none ſhould touch the gilded Flaſ of 

Borg. I charge thee none, but ſuch as I ſhall 
on Michael, is my Father yet arriv'd ? 

D. Mich. He is, my Lord, and gone. 

Borg. Say'ſt thou? 

D. Mich. When firſt he enter'd, quite o'ercome 
Thirſting, and faint with the hot Seaſon's Rage, 
He cali'd for Wine, and tho' diſſuaded from it, 
Drank largely, mingled with the Cardinals, 
And walk d, and laugh'd, play'd with Columbui 
Heard their rude Muſick, and beheld 'em dance: 
When on a ſudden ſtarting up, he aſk'd 
For you, my Lord; bow'd, as his Cuſtom is, 
With deep Humility to all, deſir'd em 
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o ſe, and ſo went out but with a Promiſe 
Wf 2 moſt quick Return 

CEN E draws and diſcovers a Chair of State under @- 
Campy, 4 large Table, with à rich Banquet, and 
many Candles on i. 


e Aſcario, Adrian, Enna, Ange, tes Cardinals more. 


Aſan. My Lord, the Vatican Society, 

ho were oblig'd to ſacrifice this Night, 

; every looſer Genius ſhould inſpire, 

o Air, and Wine, and warmer Converſation, 

brow dull for want of you: His Holinefs 

imſelP's retir'd—— Therefore let us intreat you 

Bag. O my good Lord Ascanio, J am born 

0 be at your command — my Lords, I wait you. 

nah, remember him I charge thee fill 

the gilt Flaſk to him oh 

Butl. My Lord——I ſhall. 

his Wine is ſure the richeſt of the World, 

ecauſe he charges me ſo ſtrictly of it; 

hat Cardinal's a Friend, and he muſt taſte it. 

Han. Lord Machiavel, you have been charitable, E 
thank your Love; 

ay, with my Life I thank you 

aw = Lerd I wiſh you would explain your. 

El. 

{/can. It needs not, Sir, for this the meaneſt know, 

be Rabble, baſe Mechanicks talk of Murders : 

aw a ſweating Weaver in his Shirt, 

an puffing with his Shuttle in his Hand, 

dat a neighbour Butcher of the News, 

'ha with his Knife in's Mouth abruptly tells 

Mues Death; yes, and his Daughter's too. 

ten comes a Taylor with his Hair tuck'd back: 

ſehind his Ears, on tiptoes, in his Slippers, 

Ind cries in haſte, the Duke of Gandia's murder'd :- 

hen ſpits upon his Iron, caſts up his Eyes, 

treads thro” the Company, as twere a Needle, 


, 
* 


- £ * 
1 


18 


7 ö When firſt he heard the News, leap'd from his Throne 
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And vaniſhes; no more, my Lord, I thank you, 
Nay, by my Life, but for the Company, | 
I'd kiſs the bottom of your Robe; your Lordſhip's eye 
Your Highneſs' Servant: My Lord, let's drink a Hate 
His pe 6-7" e in my heart, I ſay the Devil tak 
| im. 
Borg. Lord Machiavel, you are my Gueſt to-night; 
Were the Society made up of Gods, 
As ſure it is of Saints, Spirits above 
The common Elevation; yet this Man, 
I fay, my Lords, this Human Prodigy, 
Would not be ſet to wait, but fix'd among 'em, 
To dazale with the brighteſt Being here. 
Wine there !——My Lord Aſcanis Sforza.. 
Health to all here, and to the general Joy— [ Dria 
Aſean. Fine Work, my Lords, fine Work, I {ay 
The Duke of Gandia's murder'd. (look to! 
Adrian. Tis the common Rumour. 
Enn. The Pope this Morning in the Conſiſtory 


Croſſing his Breaſt 3 and looking up to Heav'n, 
He vow'd hereafter moſt ſevere Amendment, 


As from this time to faſt for forty hours, 


And all his Life wear next his humble Fleſh 
A Shirt of Hair. 

Aſcan. A Shirt of Hair, bating Lucrecian Nights. 
She'll not endure't it ; look you, her Skin's too tender 
A Shirt of Hair, a very prickling Penance. 

Now, by my holy Dame, mere Letchery-:. 

Don't J know him? Slave, more Wine, I ſay; 

Fill up my Glaſs Come, come, my Lords, tis time 

To look about us and reform the Church— [ Drink 

Prune it, I ſay; or elſe. like Babylon, 

Like Babels Whore, twill run up all to Seed, 
Hark you, Lord Ange. LET 

Ang. My Lord. 

Aan. My Lord of Exna.too; we four are 
As one Soul: 'This Pope's a very leud 

And wicked Head :—he's never well, but : 
When he's plotting Murders. Why, look you, Sirs, 
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4 Man cannot ſpeak: his Mind of 

te Affairs but he muſt ſtrait be 

ogg d by Hellhounds, Bloodſuckers, Decoyers, 

baſcals, that watch to throttle him in ſome 

corner, then quoit him like a Cat into 

The River, tis very fine : Now, by my holy Dame, 

t may be our turn next——by the Mals it may; 

ay, my Lord, it may——= [The Indian Boys dance. 
la, my Lords, how do you 

ke the motion? Very pretty, very fine. 

) brave Columbus More Wine there; a bigger. 

aſs: I'll drink Columbus Health Now, by my: 

dy Dame, I am frolickſome, and will be active. 

1, my Lords, ha, I learnt at Paris, when I was 

| Stripling 3 yet theſe are pretty Children, very fine 


Boys. 


: Enter D. Michael. 
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D. Mieb. My Lord, I grieve to bring you mortal News, 
Which, were I filent, yet in ſome few Minutes 

lat wound your Ears; your Father's dead. 

Bag. Hence, Raven, 

[hou Boder of the blackeſt Deed of Death! 

ly Lords, this Villain ſays the Pope is dead; 

Vent he not hence but now, ſound, firm, and healthful; 
nd promis'd to return? 

D. Mich. My Lord, he did: 

it tis moſt certain, e'er he went from hence, 

ballour beſt Phyſicians give on Oath, 

ewas by ſome pernicious Traitor poiſon'd. | 

buy. O Machiavel, where is our Forecaſt now? 
Heart miſgives me, and my Boſom's hot. 

do miniſtred ? who gave my Father Wine? 

D. Mich. Your Servant: For when firſt your Father 
Ws own Proviſions were not come. (enter'd, 
br, O Confuſion ! | 

awer me, Villain! ha! fill'd you his Wine? 

bu]. My Lord, I did. 


Er 


1 
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Borg. What, from the gilded Flaſk ? Why doſtth 
; tremble? 
Horror conſume thee, gnaw thee, burn thy Entrail 
Wilt thou not ſpeak ? 
| Butl, My Lord, by your ftrit Charge, | 
That none ſhould taſte thoſeFlaſks but whom you order 
T judg'd the Wine moſt excellent, and gave 
Part of it to your Father 
Borg. O damn'd Dolt ! 
Curſt, ſenſeleſs Dog ! now, Machiavel, where are 
Ha!] by the Furies that invade my Breaſt, 
And crumble all my Bowels into duſt, 
Jam caught my ſelf! Speak, tell me, horrid Villa 
Or I will have thee dragg'd in thouſgnd Pieces, 
Torn by mad Horſes like the Fleſh of Dogs: 
Thou gav'it me Wine too from the gilded Flaſk! ] 
Traitor ! 
Come, double damn thy ſelf, and ſwear thou didſtu 
Bartl. My Lord I muſt confeſs I gave the: 
To you, that was directed for your Friend, 
My Lord Ascanio. f 
Borg. Take thy Reward then, which the Devil 
Into my Breaſt, thus gives thee back again! (po 
O Machiavel, O do not look upon me: 
I am below thy Scorn, thus vilely caught, 
O baſely, baſely ſold by my own Wile. (Un 
Aßcan. Oh, oh, oh—-I have my ſhare on't too, 
Thank you—Fire, Fire, Fire! oh my Guts—Brim 
And Fire haſte there fly for Antidd 
Borg. None, none on Earth, 
I tell thee, Prieſt, can ſave thy rotten Carcaſe; 
No Cardinal, lie down, lie down, and roar, 
Think on thy ſcarlet Sins, and fear Damnation. | 
Ac. Legions of Furies here, Hell is broke loot, 
And all the Devils are quarter'd in my Bowels. 
Run Slave! and for a laſt Revenge, produce 
His mangled Baſtard that's ſome Pleaſure yet. 
Borg. O Machiavel, thy Hand, I am all Flames 
Yet thou ſhalt hear no Noiſe ; fit down, my Friend 
Upon the Earth—for there's my Manſion nov, | 
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duſt, and no more——and yet methinks twas hard 
dat this elaborate Scheme of mighty Man, 

This Parchment, where the Lines of Roman Greatneſs 

y thee ſo well were drawn, ſhould by the Hand 

Df ſcribbling Chance be blotted thus for ever. 

Accan. I burn, I burn, I roaſt, I roaſt, and my Guts fry, 
hey blaze, they ſnap, they bounce like Squibs 

\nd Crackers: I am all Fire : 
Mach. Is't poſſible that you can bear the Pangs 

violent Poiſon, thus unmov'd? 

Borg. Tis little 

o one reſolv'd © No, let the Coward Stateſman, . 

omen, and Prieſts, whine at the Thoughts of Death; 
or me, whoſe Mind was ever fierce and active, 

death is unwelcome, only for this Reaſon, 


ecauſe tis an eternal Lazineſs 
Enter Alonzo, leading in Seraphino, with his Eyes 
out, and Face cut. | 


Mach. I muſt confeſs, my Mind, by what I ſaw 

his Morning, and by what has happen'd ſince, 

deeply ſhock'd, even from her own Foundation. 

Aſan. Bear the blind Baſtard to his Father, go, 

nd bid him laugh———h 8 

Mach. Horror ! new Horror ! . 

y Lord, your Son, by that moſt bloody Cardinal, 

angled and blind. | 

Borg. Why doſt thou wonder at it ? 

1s all the work of Chance, and Trick of Fortune: 

et this methinks is horrible indeed. 

ome hither, Boy 

Serap. Alas, I hear your Voice, 

nd cannot find the Way; 

t am like one benighted in a Wood. 

Borg. A Wood indeed; 

ut oh the Brambles there have us'd thee vilely. 

Serap, O Father, you are arm'd, and have a Sword ; 

il you not, for your Seraphine's fake, & 
ut 


92 CASAR BORGIA. 


Cut down thoſe Thorns that prick'd out both my Eye 
I know you will; for you were always kind 
And tender of me: Oft-times have you held me, 
Faft in your Arms, and ſmil'd, and play'd with me; 
Tho' you're a Prince, a very buſy — 

And call'd me little Eyes, little indeed, 

For now they're out, and all my Face is cut: 
Nay, they have ſtarv'd me too. 

Borg. Death and Horror ! 

Serap. Why do you preſs me thus between your Am 
As if you lov'd me ſtill? I am ſure you cannot. 
Pray let me hide my Face within your Boſom; 
Forif you lock upon me-I ſhall ſright you. 

O! Pve a Pain here juſt about my Heart; 
When you, my Lord, a long time after me 
Shall die, will you not lay my little Bones 
By yours; alas, my Pain increales——Oh——— . 

Borg. Revenge thee, Boy; I aſk but that from Fu 
And ſee 'tis given me: Thro' a thouſand Wound, 
Thus, horrid Prieſt ! purge out thy luſtful Blood, 


LS abs Alu 
And vomit thy black Soul 
_ Oh Devil! Devil! Devil! [I. 
org. No, Machiavel, "tis now fit time to rave; 
For Lam now enrag'd to that Degree, 
That I will live even in deſpite of Fortune, 
Stars, Fates, and all the Juggles of a Heav'n. 
Hence, bear me, Slaves, and plunge me into Tiber, 
Deep as I ſunk the Duke of Gandia down, 
Till T have quench'd this Hell within my Bowels; 
Then flay me an Ox-hide, and ſwaddle me, 
Like Hercules in the Nemean Skin, 
Till all my poiſon'd Fleſh like Bark peels off, 
And my bare Trunk ſtands every bruſhing Wind. 
Enna. Where are our Guards? My Lords, I ju 
it fit 
That Machiawel and Borgia ſhould be ſeiz d. 
Borg. Seize me ! what ſaucy Prieſt durſt ſtart that) 
Am I not Tyrant here? The Lord of Rome? (d 


CASAR BORGIA. 93 


«not France dread my Frown? and Spain adore me? 
no dares then talk of ſeizing me? What, he? 

his wag-tail Prieſt, with the black picked Beard, 

Lat ſcours the Country round for freckled Wenches ? 
was it you, my Lord of Enna ? ha, 

ath, where's my Majeſty ? Or veil your Caps, 

[ will trample you beneath my Feet. 

pu, Ange! that could proflitute your Siſter 

o ain a Hat? Lie there Lord of St. Peter: | 

pu Cardinal ad Vincula, you pack of Hell-hounds, | 
at trace me by the Blood; on, on, I ſay, 

to the brink of Hell : Thence plunge together, 

here, on his Throne, behold the Maiter Devil 

ith a great Pair of 1 Horns red-hot 

o gore you for your Lives Incontinence, 

u Raviſhers, you Virgin Pioneers, 

u Cuckold-makers of the forked World. 

lige. Where are our Guards? 
Borg. Hark, I hear em _— 
it is Doom's-day ? ha y Hell it is: 

d ſee, the Heav'ns, and Earth, and Air are all 

fire; the very Seas, like molten Glaſs; 

|l their bright Waves, and from the ſmoaky Deep 
| up the glaring dead : The Trumpet ſounds, 

d the ſwift Angels ſkim about the Globe 

ſummon all Mankind. Rome, Rome is call'd, 

ok, work for Hell,” Oh, Satan! BeelzebuÞ, 

lal and Baal———W hence this Thunder-clap ? 

ey ve blown us up with Wildfire in the Air; 

d look how the bald Fryars in ruſſet Gowns 

dak like old Vultures, how the flutt'ring Jeſuits, 
black and white, chatter-about the Heav'ns ; 

prchins, Monks, with the whole J ribe of Enaves : 
en let me barſt my Spleen. Look how the Taſſels, 
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1, Wis, Hats, and Cardinals Coats, and Cowls, and 
| jad Hoods 
etoſt about the Sport, the Sport of Winds 
lulgences, Diſpentes, Pardons, Bulls, ſee yonder, 
at M . | P ric, 
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Prieſt, they fly——they're whitl'd aloft: They fy, 

They fly o'er the Backſide of th' World, 

Into a Limbo large, and broad, fince call'd the Parad 

Of Fools. 
Enna. "Tis juſt we give him way; this Fit of Rag 

Has waſted him to Death, ſee he breathes ſhort: * 

The Taper's ſpent, and this is his laſt Blaze. 
Borg. Ha! breathe I ſhort? Prelate thou ly'ſt: My pal 

Beats with a conſtant Fire, and ſprightly Motion; 

The Strings of my tough Heart as ſtrong as ever: 

No——T will live; in ſpite of Fate I'll live 

To be the Scourge of Rome: I'll live to act 

New Miſchiefs, and create new wicked Popes, 

To ponyard Heretick Princes, that refuſe 

To = their Necks beneath the holy Slipper ; 

Murder ſucceſſively two Kings of France; 

Britain attempt, tho' her moſt watchful Angel 

Saves the lov'd Monarch of that happy Iſle, 

And turns upon ourſelves the plotted Wound, 

That finks me to the Earth; yet ſtill we'll on, 

And hatch new Deeds of Darkneſs : O Hell and Furig 

Why ſhould we not, ſince the great Head himſelf 

Will back my Plots, join me in Blood and Horror, 

And after give me Bond for my Salvation ? 

I ſwear I will-—PI} nave it——nay, Sir, you hal 

Or I will thunder to your Holineſs : 

But hark, he whiſpers, What, a little Gold 

With all my Heart; thus Devils buy Souls for tral 

I'Il fee your itching Palm for Abſolution, 

Gold for my Pardon, hey tis ſeal'd and given; 

And for a Ducat thus I purchaſe Heav'n=— [I 
Mach. The mightySoul there farc'd her furiousPally 

And plunges now in deep Eternity——— 

I ſee, my Lords, you have reſolv'd to guard me, 

And I ſubmit to ſtrict Examination; 

By you to be acquitted or condemn'd. 

Yet this I muſt avow before you all, 

Tho' you ſhould caſt me to the Inquiſition, - 

Skill'd as I am in all Affairs of Earth, 

Known both to Popes and Kings, and often honey . 
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ith Cabinet Councils of Imperial Heads; 
ere reſolve on this, as my laſt Judgment; 
No Power is ſafe, nor no Religion good, 


'hoſe Principles of Growth are laid in Blood. 
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